Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing tliis resource, we liave taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogXt "watermark" you see on each file is essential for in forming people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at |http: //books .google .com/I 



■ !>-■.■> 



y^ 




*. -^ 



■ .. ^- ^» •'■■ • 






.. .>■■ 



Y- 



600083397- 




CONTEMPLATION, 



OTHER POEMS. 



« 



I 

m 



-? 



/. WCrtery, PrifOer, 
Btwh-WfnerCourt, Heet-Strtd, tdfnd§n. 



CONTEMPLATION, 



A POJEM; 
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BY JOHN PENWARNE. 



Sveet Solitude! tnm Iife*s tonuiltaoiis sceMS 

To thee I steal awa j to tread tiie grove. 

Or muse opon the bank beade Qie brook; 

And oft by Contempiatioi^BiS. at eve. 

When Nature sleeps, explore the haunted tovV 

And-now pursue 

My lonely way along the craggy steep 

That frowns upon the wildering- world of waves, 

And feasting oa the luxury of thought, 

Best pleas*d at this still hour, I meditate 

On^iim the great in^abUtubUme, 

And mark his grandeur midst the mighty shade. 
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CONTEMPLATION. 



And ope its hidden treasures to thy view. 

Thro' the dank vapours of the darksome mine> 10 

Thou canst thy way explore— or onward thro* 

The Regions vast of space> canst wing thy way. 

Upborne in subtile ^ther sail along ; 

Nor thy celestial pinions want support 

From the gross medium of terrestrial air. 15 

The rushing comet is a creeping worm 

Compared with thee ; when in thy rapid flight 

Thou reach'st the sun, and to this nether world 

Retum'st^ outstripping cv*n the beams of light. 

Come Contemplation, bear me westward, where 20 
CoRNUBiA stretches far into the sea 
Her plenteous horn, abundance pouring forth 
Of subterraneous treasure, tempting erst 
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The ships of Tyre, of Sidon, and the sons 

Of old Phenicia to her rocky coast, 25 

Who thence transported to their hajppier shores. 

Her shining produce. — On the sandy beach 

Of that deep bay, whose wide extended arms 

Hold in capacious grasp the host of waves 

Which murmur on the deeply rooted base 30 

Of the fam'd ''guarded mount*' — ^there give me place (a) 

On some lone rock, which from the .level sands 

Rears its more humble head---what time the moon 

At midnight, in the solemn silence, moves 

Thro' cloudless skies her course sublime, and sheds 55 

Oil nature's sleeping face her yellow light. 

Cradle of British Commerce! here her eyes (a) 
First saw the day, here beam'd her infant smiles ; 
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Twai here the g^rew on Ocsan's boaom Bun'd, 

Who to her riper years her Trident gaTe^ 40 

And hade her rule the wares with sovereign sway. 

Here silenee reigns, as the' aSnature rfept, 
Except the never sleeping, resdess sea. 
Which flows in murmurs on the pehUed beaeh. 

Behold where yon tall haik at anchor rides, 45 

Her canvass idly flagging to the mast ; 
Proudly she towers above the level deep: 
Now rest within her dark capacious sides 
The hardy seamen, who awhile forget. 
Rocked on the ceaseless billows of the deep, 50 

The toils of day — ^with songs beguile the hour. 
Or anxious watch, when, or the refluent tide 
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Shall bear them ontrard, or the oHent liiofn 

Shall wake the sleeping Zi^fiVRs up to M 

Her swelliHg ^l»ld!, raid WiA liet td bet httt^ii. SA 

What anx2oy» bmmi^ ^tai M hlff tet&th ! 

To some she bed;f« ftie i^tirifig 6ap ^ Itf^, 

While otheri dllfi reeeite Hbt bilfei^esl dirft«^^ 

That i^^nmv e^et pour'd'^hft eoibea afary 

From that proUd i»le, Ivhicli B^tmft T^tii^ tore 60 

Froil^- Ate ^trObj^ S^i^ ^f Hftstti IiM^ria's Mn6, 

Whose guilty haftds ttH nttftloiB hy thtit Mts, 

With IifdtaA hkfdA, Wttibt Ikddd of miffidils Mxh^d; 

When by the Mr}m Cferisf of Otm>A ksd. 

With t«ttt'f orti keel, they ptetigh'tl Mt ttoknotm sea, 65 

Sow'd it with ctimes^^»tod reap^d~dfc juit retl^rd! 

Accurst fietet dying thirst of gcM. 

But guiltless thou, O! StiHretttdi cfcifef! 
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To thee the Muse her willing tribute pays : 

Thy mind, well stor'd with philosophic lore, 70 

By no base passion sway'd, the love of fame. 

Of glorious fame ! urg'd on thy daring soul: 

Not so PiZARRo, CoRTEz, uames abhorr'd ! 

But luckless thou, Columbus ! felt their ire 

Whose crimes, on thy new world entail'd a curse, 75 

Imposed by wrath divine, — ^for ever just I 

And Europe's sons, still shrink beneath the scourge; 

Of Fever pestilent — ^who annual stalks 

The groaning land — ^her dire contagious breath 

Poisons the stagnant air — ^with hollow eye 80 

And jaundiced, haggard mien, she dreadful scowls : 

Her giant arm. Destruction's besom wields. 

With which the vengeful Fiend oft daily sweeps 

A thousand victims to the yawning grave. 
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Nor less destructive sweeps the Hurricane; 65 

At first the air in aWful stittness sleeps 
As Vengeance paus^d^-coUecting all her might 
To pour in tenfold fury down. — ^The sun 
Seema ting'd with blood — ^no Zephyr's fanning wing 
Mays the sultry heat — 'the timid herds 90 

Run wildly o'er the plains^ or to the groves 
In secret crept with mournful lowings ^eak 
Instinctive fears — ^the feather'd tribes are mute^ 
In darkest covert hid — ^the lurid sky 
Man fearful eyes as silently he walks> 95 

And to his trembling family retires. 

ft 

Now cowering Nature waits the dread event 
Ih awful expectation — ^from the hills 
Its distant voice is heard — ^like the shrill cries 
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Of tortured JwHrne k iseets the startM ear; KX) 

Or as the sound of n»ght]r walem bursts. 

Thro' coRgMgadng eloods the struggling beuas 

Of the departing dstej, shed douhtfiil light 

And gloomy horror — ^with resisttess force > 

Now sweeping earth and sea^ rushes the Storm> 105 

And with increasing swell* and louder voice 

Impetuous roars and bears upon its wing 

Th' uprooted forest and the Planter's hopes. 

Hie trembling houses to tlieir bases shaJie, 
Instead of shelter threatening with a grave, IIQ 

A living grave ! ^e appalM inhabitants 
Fly from tlieir falling roofii to open fields. 
On their defenceless heads the tempest pours. 
While prone on earth they he, Ae herbage gra^ 
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And struggle wWtit ^ne bladt—- <mp pdM 1^ kotu^ 1 15 
In dread an9ii«fy iM^iveatlk 8om« rock. 
Whose juttifi^ n^ it wie^ proteetadn ]^6Ms. 

Night her black mantle spreads o'er all the scene ; 
In darkness shrouded, Iteath new terror wears f 
While from the Men mansiiMis, bursting ^^mti^ 190 
fit^ror to horror add, and dimly show. 
Pointed with ruddy tints, the ravaged plains. 
And now the Tempest rages in his might 
And wrathful armM with fire, boWl sdong 
The Demtons of the storm — ^while borne af«r, 135 

Huge beams and burning rafters wing the air. 

Nor yet is full O miserable man ! 
The measure of thy woes — ^beneath thy feet, 
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The deep foundations of the soHd earth 

Give way^ and like the billowy ocean roeks 190 

The land — ^the mountain totters on its base^ : 

And falls with hideous crash into the vale. 



The rising waters from their oozy beds^ 
Rebellowing rush impetuous^ and sweep 
With rapid strong recoil, thy last sad hopes 1S5 

Away. — 

Its dreadful mission now fulfillM, 
The storm subsides — the clouds dissolve in air. 
And streaks of light proclaim the wishM for day. 
Nor rises now the sun as yester mom, 140 

Gilding with chearful ray the smiling face 
Of fair Creation — ^but o'er Nature's wreck 
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Beams mournful lights atid shows where ruin spread 
In hideous prospect lies. 

In silence lo ! 145 

The Planter stands the statue of despair; 
Around in sorrow rolls his eye^ and seeks 
With anxious gaze> the partner of his soul 
And offspring dear — alas his ranging sight 
Meets only devastation ! — ^where of late 150 

Luxuriance gaily smil'd — a dreary waste 
Appears — ^he' looks towards the port, but there 
No more the crouded navies ride the wave, 
Fill'd with the produce of his fertile fields 
A complicated scene of horror glooms ! 155 

The spacious haven crouded with the wrecks 
Of shattered barks — with floating corses spread. 
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Whcrre Itte hk imiimod stately rtwr'd, a lieaf^ 

Of •mouldering; athei smoke — oh, sad tefttael 

But jrester morn he rose, a happy man> 160 

PossessM of wealth, and round his plenteous board 

His Infant prattled, hts beloved wife 

And beauteous daughter smil'd-^f aH bereft! 

Forlorn he stands— -in vain sweet Hop^ woukl cheer 

His sinking heart, while meagre Faminb scowls I^ 

And DfisoLATiort mocks the vain attempt. 

Upwards he casts his wild and phrensied eye. 

Accusing Heavkn — "Why, oh why!" — ^he cries — 

" Tak'st thou the wife, the children, servants — all! 

" Th' unhappy husband, father, master leave, 170 

" Denying him the comfort of the grave 

" The wretch's last retreat ! — ^i^efusing that 

/ Thou hast not in thy boasted bounteous stores 
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** One consolatien left!" — rash man forbear I 

But that t^ maniac Toice not Reason gfmdei^ 175 

Thoi» doBt as ift deserve Hxat^ic's saxring pow«r. 

As thy imperfect soul its cares can prize. 

For lo restored ! tky lovely partner conies> 

One hand sustains thy beauteous daughter's steps^ 

The other clasps to her maternal breast 180 

Thy younger hopes — and bounding o'er the waves. 

With swelling sails thy loaded vessels come 

Returning to their port. With succours fraught 

And blest with favouring gales from Britain's shore. 

Benevolence conducts the numerous fleet ; 185 

At her command pale Want and Famine fly. 

And Industry again her cheerful front 

Uprears and plies the busy task— once more 

Thy mansion rises fair, and Nature smiles : 
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Her lacerated bosom healM^ again presents 190 

In gay luxuriance dressed, thy laughing plains; 
While Hope with cheering beam the prospect gilds: 
So from her ashes sprung the fabled bird^ 
While spicy odours grateful rose to Heaveii. 



The Argument. 

WILLIAM and MARY-^A Tale. 
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Oh tell me'MusB^ along tke winding shore 

What specter'd ^ade^ of light and airy form 

And garments whiter than the fleecy cloudy 

At solemn midnight walks to freeze my hlood ? 

— No spectred shade — no wailing ghost is she j 5 

But a poor lowly, lovely. Tillage maid. 

Who hy the moony hght, at midnight walks. 

Her mental' ray of light divine extinct. 

Her once fair form felt sorrow's cruel blight, 
A drooping lily ! — ^nightly on the shore 10 
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She walks^ and pours her sadly plaintive song. 
Her love-lorn ditty on the sighing gale ; 
The rugged Fisherman suspends his oar 
And gives to Misery, all he can — a sigh. 

The Mds£ knew Mary in her happier days; 15 

Blooming in Beauty's fair uurivall'd form. 

A youth she lovM, by nature form'd for love ; 
Fair Science smiFd upon her William's mind. 
And shower'd around his head her choicest gifts : 
For tho' he walk'd an humble path of life, 20 

His parents once were blest with brighter days. 
Till o'er their evening hour, misfortune's cloud 
A gloomy twilight shed— enough was theirs, 
To satisfy each wish and banish want. 
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And something left for melting Charity ; 25 

Tho' lux'ry loaded not their frugal board. 

Content and polished manners round it smil'd : 

And smil'd the Muses too on William's birth, 

Hyblean honey touch'd his infant lips 

And lisping numbers floVd of poesy sweet : SO 

For he was skill'd to touch the warbling lyre. 

And oft to Mary's chasten'd ear he pour'd 

The lay of love — ^the listening blushing Maid, 

With no false shame, the soft confession heard ; 

For she, with thoughts as pure as angels know, 35 

Retum'd the warm efiusions of his heart. 



An orphan child was she, and the same hands 
That 80W*d with virtues bland their William's mind, 
Foeter'd with pious care her tender years. 
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In the same cradk rock'd^ the infant pair 40 

Together grew; the same their playfiil q>ort8; 
Their wiahes, their afiections were the same : 
As tho' one kindred soul inspir'd them both. 
In beauty equals but of different cast; 
He was the open Temal bhishing rose ; 45 

She, the retiring lily of the shade. 

Now when from infancy to youth they grew. 
And yoimg affection ripened into love ; 
Then other cares his generous heart assail'd. 
He felt the wish for wealth — ^but not the thirst; 50 

His parents* eve of life he hopM to cheer. 
To be the prop round which their age might twine : 
*' And Mary, too" — ^he often sighing said, 
^' I would transplant thee to a kindlier soil ; 
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''Oh! is it fit that beauty &ir as tluxie> 55 

*' And virtue^ such as might aineud a world, 

" Should wast« their sweetness in the secret diade/' 



Perhaps Ambition touched his youlhfiil heart; 
And conscious worth> from vanity distinct 
As day from night^ — might whisper in his ear 60 

Hiat he was form'd in higher sphere to shiae^ 
Than in the humbler walks of rural life. 



His peace^l home he left for Indian climes ; 
To earn a competence was all his wish ; 
But firm resolTing in his manly mind> 65 

Rather in poverty to seek his home. 
Than stain his hands with base extortion : 
" The brigkaBt gem Gokonda e^er produc'd^ 
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'* By the hard hand of bloody Rapine graspM, 

" Contracts a stain as foul as hell itself! 70 

*' Which art can ne'er remove or foil disguise : . 

" Far ! far from me such wealth"-^he oft would say, 

'' For not, O Mary ! ev'n thy bosom soft 

" Could lull to sweet repose the guilty soul." 

But tho' imagination may conceive, 75 

No words can paint, alas ! the parting pangs 
Those faithftd lovers felt — and only those 
Can feel, whose hearts are touch'd with love like theirs. 

To the high beacon hill she clim'd, and view'd 
The lessening bark that bore him far away, 80 

Till hazy distance and her tearftil eye 
Denied all ftirther sight — ^then homeward trod. 
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With heavy hearty her melancholy way. 
Sought her sad lonely couch and wept 'till morn. 

And oft for seven long years she climh'd the hill, 
Mark'd on th* horizon's verge with many a sigh, 90 
The spot where last his fading sail she view'd : 
Or watch'd the barks that homeward steer'd their course 
Which Hope; oft whispered, might some letter bear 
From William's hand — ^nor all delusive prov'd. 
For oft his well-known seal (two billing doves) 95 

Receiv'd, unconscious of the bliss, from lips. 
Whose freshness made the vermeil wax look pale. 
The pure and fervid kiss of faithful love. 

At length the tidings came that toward home 
He soon would bend his course ; if not with wealth 100 
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With treasure richer far!— content — ^to end 
His weary pilgrimage^ at that fair shrine 
Where hcHj saints without a blush might bow. 
And now approach'd, with leaden feet* the tim^ 
When Mary might expect to see his sail lOji 

light dancing on the distant w«ye-<4he hil) 
3ecame her seat from mom 'till dewy eve ; 
She watch'd each bark on ocean's utmost verge 
That mov'd — her bos<Hn, like th' expanse of sea 
Beneath her eye out stretch'd— «ach anxious day 110 
A thousand changes felt — ^now chiUing Fear, 
With wintery gales its troubled surface swept; 
Now Hope wiUi summer smiles its billows smoothed. 

Ckie day, ere eaily mom her sober veil 
Withdrew, and showed the mddy sun's round disk 115 
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AH glorious rising from the eastern waTes^ 
Mary had brushed the pearly dews of night. 
That mark'd her path across the heathy hill. 
On the rude rock that crown'd its lofty head 
She sat, wiUi eye impatient watch'd the mom, 12Q 
Which opening &ir, its smiling promise gave. 
To crown her wishes with a day serene. 
Promise delusive !— -ere the sun had gain'd 
The utmost south, and half his course had run. 
The gathering clouds foretel a change— the sea 12^ 
With polish'd face no longer now reflects 
An azure sky — ^but rushing winds by starts 
Its level surface sweep, and their ploughed paths 
A deeper colour frowns — alofl in air 
The sea birds wheeling round with piercing cry, 190 
Proclaim a storm — ^the waves, which lately crept 
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Stealing with gentle munniirs on the sh(Hre» 

lift high their whitened heads and rdl along 

Impetuous^ uptearing in their course 

The pebbled beach> and mixM with sand and ooze 135 

And foam^ in thunder bdDow on the strand ; 

Or by the rocks opposM^ their sprayey heads 

Certop the cliffs and mingle with the skies. 



The horizon now half blended with the clouds. 
Obscurely show'd to Mary's wistful eye, 140 

Where many a sail hard struggled with the storm ; 
The minute guns, sad signals of distress. 
At first but faintly heard — ^thc dubious sound. 
Is scarce distinguish^ from the awful peal 
Of distant thunder — ^nearer and nearer now 145 

Bursts on the ear the intermitting roar. 
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Which round the spacious bay by echoes bom^ 
Drowns for a moment e'en the tempest's voice. 

The wind blew on^ the shore> within whose grasp 
A gallant ship appear'd, her crouded sails 150 

Obliquely caught Ihe gak— -d)^ vain attempt ! 
The last resource^by desperatiim urg'd. 
In hopes to clear yon promontory huga^ 
Which to the eastward rears its threatning head ; 
Amidst whose foomihg craggs Destruction waits, 155 
Nor waits, alas, in vain !-^the vessd's speed 
A frowning rock arrests^-^with dreadful crash. 
Her masts come thundering down — ^the hull 
Rebounding with the stroke, a moment floatsj^ 
As fate were pausing — ^then o'erwhelmM she sinks, 160^ 
While howhng o'er the wreck, with tenfold rage, 
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Laah'd intoioainy the mountain'lHUows roar. 
And many a rictim »weep to tRBtant deatl^: 
While others to the bowsprit cUng awhile^ 
Whofesbrieks^ amidst the pauses of the tUjftm, I^ 
Add horror to the scene I-A^-fiifccessiTe waveft 
Tlieir number lessen, till the y&wning gulf 
Receives them all — unhappy I «ti]l they strhre ; 
And struggle hard> and grasp for lifirin death. 

Now down the cliffs, with haste the peasant train 170 
In numbers throngs a generous hardy band. 
Intent to succour ; not by plunder led. 
As erst in former days, when their rude minds 
Untutor'd were-— ere soft Humanity 
Her milder lessons pour^d^^— now hand in hand 17& 
Firm graspM — a length of living chain they f<»rm. 
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And fearless plunge into the deathful surge^ 
And many a livid form they draw to land. 

Mart^ with heavy heart and deep drawn sighs, 
Hieir pious work attends ; with fearful eye, 180 

Full many a pak and ghastly corse sh^ viewM ; 
For the unpityjng storm, not one, alas! 
Had spar'd, their melancholy tale to teH. 

High on the sands was stretched a youthful form ; 
Supine he lay, still graceful e'en in death } 185 

Mart approached, on pious cares infent. 
To see if yet the vital spark was quench'd : 
When Memory, too faithful to its trust. 
Presents the image graven on her heart. 
And Wiluam's form — alas ! too well she knew : 190 
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Down senseless 3unk the maid upon his corse : 

At length by tender care again to life. 

But not to Reason, woke — Reason had fled ! 

And left — alas ! for ever left, a form 

Fairer than e'er before on earth she knew. 195 



Sweet wreck of beauty ! sacred be thy haunts. 
And undisturbM thy nighdy wandering steps ; 
Far, far from eye profane indulge thy woesi ! 
By all unseen, but by the mournful Muse, 
Who with thy song would mix her plaintive lay 200 
And soothe thy mind with melancholy strains ; 
For grief's sad luxury is now thine .all ! 
Save when at times, to thy deluded sense 
Appears thy William rising from the wave. 
To clasp with shadowy arms his love-lorn maid : 205 
Then like the moon thro' chilly wintry clouds. 
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Thy palid face a momentary gleam 
Of gladness wears^ but soon^ too soon ! it fades. 
And then thy sorrows pour a sadder strain. 
More mourniul melting on the ear of Night. 210 

Ere long the scene will close — ^sweet blighted flower 
Overloaded with Miigfortune's baleful dews, 
Down to the gntve thy drooping head will sink ; 
And o'er thy hillock green, the village maids. 
Once the companions of thy happier hours, 215 

With pious care shall plant the lily pale 
And weeping snowdrop — Pity^s softest tears 
Shajl bid them yearly bloom, whilst thy chaste soul. 
In thine own angel form, shall take its flight 
To meet her William, where the Tempest's wing 220 
No more shall sweep — ^nor howling voice be heard. 
But joys immortal crown their faithful loves. 
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Address t9 Contbmplation.— il wure tktafiU mib- 
J4et pir^iMed. — The MnaU deterihed in a calm. — PiU^trdJUkerff* 
^JMtim to the MuiB. — The Minbr going to loprJk.— SMttary 
MAMf .—TAeir ^eet on kU muid» — Appeartmce o/hii kmthom «# a 
dittance.'^DioemU into the mine,~-Addre$$ to HoPE.r-7%# 
MiMKR'i dream. — Addreee to Hopb continued. 
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CANTO THE THIRD. 



Enough of horror and of woe, the Muse 

Has sung— on Contemplation now she calls 

To change the scene, and for a while foregoes 

The mournful strains of pensive melancholy. 

And to more cheerful numbers tunes her song« & 

The Mount, which late to Fancy^ ranging eje^ 
Reared its rude bead amidst the howling storm,. 
Now lifts his summit to a sky serene;, 
While Cynthia mounting o^er the Druid hills,. 
Glances her beams upcm the rugged rocks 10 
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Which clothe his sides, while Ocean's calm expanse 
Like a broad mirror spread, reflective gives 
The picture softer still, more melting blent 
With mildest light, and dark reposing shade. 



The season this, when to Cobnubia's shore 15 

The migrant swarms of Ocean's finny tribes 
llieir annual visit pay ; her winding coast 
Of jutting headlands, deep indented bays 
With sinous course they trace ; while from the heights 
The Hewer views with keen exploring eye (c) 20 

Thfe scaly hosts, diffusing ruddy light : 
Joyous he hails, with promised wealth replete. 
The sea's rich harvest offer'd to his hand. 
The billows teem! — and barks innumerous spreacL 
O'er Ocean's bosom, ply the busy oar, 25 
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Or hoist the sail, alnd catch the summer breeze^ 

Nor is to m£iii confined the eager chase. 

Ten thousand birds in fiocks attend the shoals 

With dam'rous wailing cries, and mark their course. 

The GuU with sweeping wing oft dipping bears 30 

Away thro* air his silvery prize — beneath. 

The diving Cormorant pursues and crams 

His greedy maw insatiate, and oft times 

Himself a prey to the swifl-shooting shark, 

Thie dread voracious tyrant of the deep. 35 

The quick-ey*d Gannet, soaring to the clouds. 

From airy height his gliding quarry views. 

And, scarce the lightening swifter, darting down 

With aim unerring, bears it far away 

For many a fathom deep beneath the wave. 40 
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Tliere npid roB akNig tbe Forpoiae har4y 
In aukward gimlKilB o'er the foaming flood; 
Or 'midst the shoal in riotous pursuit 
They plunge — gorge on their flying prey, and hieak 
The clo6e»f<»Tn'd cohmm — scattering far and wide 4& 
The scared myriads — ^Man more greedy stifl. 
Aided by art and urg'd by thirst of gold* 
Whole millions sweep at once I 

The weU-skilFd ready Fishermen surround 50 

The shoals intire— exulting in success;^ 

Some patient watch their nets^ or land the prize ;. 

Others improvident and wild with ^oj^ 

Row with elate rapidity taland>. 

And meet their wives and daughters on die beach,. 55 

With smiles of sweet congratulation ; 
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While Echo carries thro' the winding shore 

'' Ten thousand hogsheads in T%e Happy seanT* 

Away they hie them to— <A^ J^fif^ Sun-^ 

Kmg^s Anm-^-'-oc George and Dragaih^o regale 60 

On punchy and toddy, and the nut-hrown heer ; 

To tell the tale of Fortune — and pronounce 

On ftiture guineas ! — Now the Fiddler hlind. 

With wooden kg, appears — ^to hail success. 

Not with an instrument of Steiner's make, 65 

Or Straduarius, or the meltng wood 

Of sweet Araati-— 4>ut the effort rude 

Of country carpenter^ with hand uncouth ; 

Yet well it serves to screech forth *' BobmJoan," 

Or " Drops qf Bran^''-^" Joan come tickle me,'* 70 

Or " Lumps of Pudding'* — lov*d by country lads : 

Sounds such as Saint Cecilia never heard; 
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Yet not discordant to the rustic ear; 

Enlivening full ^s well the dancer's heel> 

As fiddles of high fame. — ^Thus pleasM at heart, 75 

They revels men and maids^ and hug and kiss^ 

AU heedless of the future — ^when behold 

To damp their joys, the congregating clouds 

Diffuse a depth of gloom — the winds arise. 

The troubrd ocean heaves — the whit'ning waves 80 

Break into foam — ^the blackening tempest howls 

And sweeps the world of waters With her wing 

Resistless — while the burst of thunder sounds 

Rebellowing — up torn from Ocean's bed, 

Th' imprisoning net that held the finny host, S5 

Floats all in broken threads upon the surge ; 

Wliile all the little captives joyous pour ^ 

In myriads forth, and seek the distant deep. 
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Straight on each visage disappointment lours ; 
The fiddle ceases and the heel subsides ; 90 

Blank silence aU around — the golden hopes 
Lost! — scatt^d in the tumult of the winds! 



Ye worldlings! scojGP not at those lowly sons 

And daughters of simphcity — ^whose hearts 

No guile invades — ^how many ! better taught^ 95 

With motives not so pure, presume to tempt 

The fickle goddess^ Hill her smiles withdrawn^ 

She sweeps their ill-got wealth at once away^ 

And sinks their air-built castles in the deep. 

Now turn my Muse thy contemplative eye 100 

To where o'er common wild with silent step. 
To midnight toil the Miner bends his way; (d) 
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And tho' his manly soul's to danger traiil'd> 

Yet solitary scenes impress his mind 

With fearful awe and supentitious dread; 105 

He hears in every breeze a whispering yoioe. 

And each grey rock a spectered shadow seems. 

But most he dreads, to pass the lonely spot. 
The busy scene of mining once — ^in times 110 

Long passed away — ^where Labour daily toil'd 
Cheered by the jocund song and merry glee : 
" Those heaps" — ^he sighs — " where Desolation sits, 
♦'Were rais'd by hands which many roUing years 
** Have moulder'd into dust — the head which framed 115 
" Yon engine vast — has long since ceas'd to think." 
In fancy now he hears its clanking chains ; 
Sees with iix'd eye its ponderous lever heave ; 



CONTEMPLATION. 4S 



And tho' those prodigies are omens fair> 

Which tell him/ that the busy scene again . 120 

SbsUH wake to life — ^yet shuddering — his cheek 

ttanches with fear — ^the blood retiring seeks 

His sinking heart — and shiy'ring, coldness creeps 

O'er an liis limbs — he quits the dreary place, 

Andwhist^a a&he goes to drown his fears. 125 

lake Will o'wisp, in ancient fairy days. 
Who mischief lov'd imhI weary travellers led 
O'er bog and fen, his distant lanthom shows. 
Which serves to light him down the darksome way 
To caverns deep, in earth's dark bosom hid; 130 

There by the taper's dimly burning flame. 
Which damp unwholesome air but half sustains. 
Unwearied he pursues his task 'tiU mom ; 



44 coKTmnATioii. 



Nor cheerien woriG»— 4u:ciutom'd to the toO, 

-He seeks a goUen prize — ^Hope's muling ray 185 

Brigbt'ning the dusky horrors of the mine* 

Here turn your eyes, ye silken sons of weaUi! 
^Whik in luxurious pomp ye roll along 
Pursuing Plbasuib thro' her mazy paths ; 
Enjoyment courting, till your loathing souls 140 

Cer-pamper'd, satiate, feel the nauseous pangs 
Of surfeit — ^hither turn and view the toil. 
Nor scornful yiew, of him who digs the wealth 
Ye idly dissipate in shameless vice : 
Yet he, if right he deems, is happier far 145 

Than ye in gayest hour e'er could boast. 
His homely meal, by labour seasoned sweet. 
No surfeit brings — Contekt around him smiles^ 
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And while ye toss upon your beds of down^ 

And court th'embrace of balmy Slebp in vain, 150 

She to his humble pillow flies uncalFd, 

Blesses his bed of straw or homely flock. 

By health and labour smoothM. But chiefly thou 

O ! ever blooming daughter of the dues, 

Tis thy alluring smile and dulcet voice 155 

Sweet Hope, that cheer his solitary hour; 

Soften his rugged toil, and pour the balm ^ 

Of healing comfort on his care-worn mind. 

By thee commission^, nightly round his couch 

Hover with promise fair in airy forms 160 

The pleasing dreams-— then the blue lambent flame (e) 

He sees from earth arise, its spires pale 

Innoxious wave, and mock his nearer view. 

While in bis mind he careful marks the spot 
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Thiu pointed out, where Nature's treasure lies 

Deep buried in hff bosom dark — he seems 

With Idbour light th' incumbent soil to raise ; 

And lo ! fiur stretching east and west, a lode (f) 

Of mighty breaddn— in various hollows form'd 

Of splendid grottoes, from whose roofs depend (c) 17(V 

The sable crystals of the sparkling Tin, 

In clusters hung amidst the snowy Quartz 

And Diamond's form pellucid— on the walls 

In gems quadrangular of emerald green. 

And amethptine tints, the Fluors shine. I7S( 

Pyrites bright, like gold and silver gleam ; 

While in profusion poured all around. 

With all the colours of the peacock's train. 

Or the gay dyes of the celestial arch 

That spans the skies, refulgent Copp^ glows. 180 
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He views the fairy scene, with rapture sees 
His taper's feebk light reflected blaze 
In dazzling splendors from the g<Men mine: 
Nor when ^e wakeM bird with clarion shriH 
Bids th' unembodied phantoms of the night 185 

To melt in morning air — ^permittest thou 
The picture all to fade — ^in fancy's eye 
Thou givVt it still to glow — ^his waking thoughts 
By-thee sustained upon thy promise dwell, (h) 

He rises from his couch — the well-known place^ 190 
Where in his dream the rising^re he saw. 
He seeks — ^with skill he scans the various ground. 
And marks where swells the hiU, where «inks the vale 
To drain the waters from his promised store. 
Cheer'd by thy voice he labours on — at times 194 



48 CONTEMPLATION. 



FeU Disappointment shows her wrii^ed fronts 
But at thy magic touch she disappears; 
While oft thou whisperst in his Ustening ear, 
'* The treasure deeper lies/' and on he toik. 
Still ^tis thy lovely but delusive smile 200 

That gladdens man and cheers his drooping soul^ 
Whether he digs the mine or ploughs the wave : 
Without thy presence, thro' Life's dreary path 
He'd gloomy stray — ^thou strew'st it o'er with flowers. 
Beneath whose glowing leaves insidious lurk 205 

The piercing thorns of Care ; thy balm thou pourst ; 
The smarting wounds are heald — ^thus man pursues 
His chequer'd, various way — upheld by thee 
Expects to taste what still delusive mocks 
His eager grasp — and often to his lips 2\0 

Thou holdst the golden sweet Hesperian fruit; 
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Then as Atlanta mnft^'thou bear'st away 

The fragrant prize^-^i^rain approachingy tempt'sl 

His yrezry feet — he still pursues thy steps 

Till led by thee« O guide, by hearen senti S15 

Qlie Garden's saoFcd bofuiids at kngth attetns. 

Where only Man can' taste the fruit divine. 



Now, 'midst the silent, solemn midnight hour. 
As Memory traces o*er Life's busy scene, 
Regpretted Opie! o'er thine urn she hangs, 220 

As low thou liest by Reynolds' honor'd dust! 
Then turns to dwell' on happier days-^when thou, 
(An ever welcome guest !) green inihy spring. 
Yet mellow in the summer of thine art. 
Thou soughtfst my Parent's hospitable home, 235 

And sharedflt with his sons the good man's smile : 



so eONTSMPLATlbK. 



Who pleas'd suirey'd thee — ^Natoice'tB simple child! 
And haiPdir prophetic hail'd, thy ftiture i^une! 

^ GuidcL of tigr youthful 4!tep8, then Wo«x;oT too 
Th» circle jmn'd, whose irony and wit 290 

Bp^w from Solemnity itself a smile, 

m 

And playful^ set the tabk in a roar. 

Together happy^ we have rang'd the hill. 
To meet the sun emerging from his ea^ 
Tinging Creation's cheek with golden light: 335 

And stray'd, at eve, thro' grove and winding vale, 
When the last splendors of the orb of day 
IflumM the west — ^nor then> did Nature hide 
Her various treasures from thy ardent gaze. 
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Thy strong discriminatmg^ mind wHfc ease 240 

Would analyze her many coloured tints; 
As with a master's hand tihou bad'st like tcene« 
In an its lu8tr^> on the canvas live. 
Fair Sciencb smil'd, as ever pleasM she viewed 
The growing works of thy creative hand; "345 

Where from thy pencil starting into Ufe, 
The hoary Beggar with his scrip and staff, * 
With furrowed cheek and eye of asking want 
Implores the soothing balm of Pity's sigh. 
The Peasant Maid, in Beauty's artless form^ 350 

The Supphant bhnd, led by his faithful dog 
And infant daughter: who, with filial citre. 
Supports his feeble undecisive step. 
And anxious smooths the rugged path of life. 
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But not coi|t(^ft this humble path to tread, 255 

Thoii daredst a wider range. — ^Thy aoaring mind. 
At nobler immortality ^ir'd : 
When HisT'my gave her pencil to thy hand. 

But vain, alas ! the Muse attempts to trace 
Thy every step to Fame — she hail'd thy dawn, 960 
And vieW'd thy Sun still bright'ning to its noon ; 
But in meridian splendor — sudden lost! 
A cloud obscures it in eternal shade. 



JTie Argument.- 

Gabnbshux.— TV Druim.— iliirm H Otttk^ 
— JVMHMfiry ^Bkluoium, «r tte J awPi wi.--iiliMi»» !• fV 
li>^«-*li€tani tf <Ae flert >inMi Trafaigab.— LokbKslsov. — 
itfiwiwi te lit Ciytafv tf Bitxhos Atrxs.— TW^Mm ^tte !«••• 
ff tihc Cmmirif tf Liovn, MMmMbMcl iy tie Sm. — TV CUtsi- 
TSRIDB8, «r SeiUif JHtmdt. — Cumiemplaium ^tke Hbatems; At 
MooH ; the Sun. 
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Now, O DuNSTANTiLLE^ o*er thine own Carnbr^, 

* 

WeU pleas'd the Muse, at stilly midni^t hour» 
Would wander, and explore the Druid haunts ; (i) 
In'sditude converse with other times. 



\fiB sighs the breeze, that waves the thisde^s head 
CVeCeyonder grave-4ike dimly-rising mist, (k) 
Mi||e8tiG Aoves a more than mortal form ; 
His snoiif^ robe behind him sweeps the earth. 
And «n his breast descends his hoary beard; 
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Downward h^ ji^mjac J^.n^d^s^^My ^fW 10 

But hark! he strikes his lyre> the mournful strain 
Melts in accordance with his plaintive -wee : 



f* 
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Extinct my race, and faUen are my groves. 
My sacred oaks, that heav'n-ward rearing spread 
Their giant arms — alas! no more tbi^y shade 15 
'* Our rites mysterious from die prying day. 
^' By Time's imsparing hand — ^my rocks o'erturn'd 
«' Are prostrate laid — no more the choral hymn 
*' On wings of Melody shall rise to heav*n ; 
*♦ No more shall wake the eye of golden day. 20 

** Pollutecl, fo, my holy altars lie ; 
*' Where beam'd the sacred flame, now lurks the Fox, 
^' Or crawls the pois'nous Toad; or Newt obscene. 
^* AH! all its glories fled — the dreary scene 
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" With grief I view, all desolate and wild. 35 

Yet as I linger o'er the sad remaiiis, ^ 
Suspend I (A the rising sigh, t6 mark 
Thy steps Dunstanville^— when, at Eve's calm hour, 

*^ Pensive thou strayst along my lonely hiU. 

'* Thy philosophic mind, instruction seeks, SO 

*\ 'Midst the rude monuments of other days : 

'' Where Timb on rock of adamant records 
Departed ages. And full oft I view. 
With eye complacent view, thy walk thro' life : 

'f For on thy graceful steps attendant still, 35 

*' An ever lovely band ! the Virtues wait. 

" Above the rest conspicuous, tho' retir'd, 
l^ines ii^-eyed Charitt — around thee floats 
A strain m<nre grateful melting to the ear. 
Than all the melody the Grove resounds, 40 
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Or than the thronged <UK:he8tra ever poar'd. 
The bksBings of the poor! by infants raised 
In lisping numbers sounds firom earth to heav'n. 
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" Cherish'd by thee too> lo> around thee sport 45> 
The poIishM Arts^ to Dauins ever dear: 
Thy lovely offipnng smiles upon the train, 
" Whilst for her brows their &irest wreaths they weave/'^ 

Ocean ! thy ever-changing scene presents^ 
To Contemplation's eye a glorious theme ! 50' 

Whether thou smiFst beneath the ^ guarded mount/ 
Or thy severer front, as now, she views 
From the high steep of {Htmd Bellerivm's brow : 
Amidst thy surges wild and mingled roar> 
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Unmoved the towering promontory stands ; 5ft 

His bead msyestic in the clouds — ^he frowns 
Contemptuous on the bellowing deep, that threats 
With unavailing rage his fixed base : 
Thus! thus unshaken 'midst a warring world 
Imperial Britain stands — ^thus haughty frowns 6Q 

Indignant on her foes — and fearless wws 
The dark ferocious band that menace proud 
Her happy shore — ^while bleeding Europe bends 
Beneath the tyrant's yoke— on high she lifts 
Her head amidst the storm — extends her shield^ 65 
The drooping nations cheers, and bids them mark 
Where her victorious banners gaily wave^ 
O'er the cerulean bosom of the deep 
Behold e'en now her floating bulwarks saiU 
Her heroes bearing from the glorious fight 70 

p6 
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Of Trafalgar — ^lo, fannM by Victory's vring. 

Aloft in air her mingled crosses wave 

Proud streaming on the gale — beneath their diade 

Repose the ashes of the godlike Chief : 

His own illustrious deeds he still surpassed, 75- 

Till Heay'n no brighter meed could grant, but crownM 

A life of glory with a glorious Death ! 

Ten thousand voices raise the pealing shout. 

And hail the victors to their native shore. 

Impatient waits Britannia to discharge 80 

The mighty debt — o'er Nelson's honoured hearse 

The grateful tear to shed — ^but while she weeps 

Exulting in his fame she proudly cries, 

" A thousand Nelsons from his ashes spring ! 

*' My sons shall mark with pride his laureFd grave 85 

*' And gather inspiraticm from his shrine." 
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Fired by the Hero's name^ and Fsbedom's cause, 

Bbitons despise a Tyrant's boastful threats. 

What tho' the abject slaves obey his wiD, 

And to the prows of Commerce shut their ports, 90 

The feeble barrier British valour bursts. 

Or ope's new channels for her venturous keels. 

I see them fearless plough the southern wave. 
La Plata opens wide her spreading arms. 
And as deliverers hails the gallant band: 95 

While struck, th' Iberian sullenly retires. 
And cowering trembles at a Briton's name. 
Enervate, sunk in Luxury's soft arms; 
His generous mind debas'd by slavery vile ; 
To honour lost, and deaf to former fame, lod 

In abject meanness bows to tyrant France. 
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Here! here ye bnTe! ye reap yoor rich reward, 
Ben eaA sahihrious skies hue Plenty reigns. 

Ye simple Natives — ^BarroMs seek your shores^ 
Not with rapacious fangs to tear your soil; lOS 

Widi BamsH Comxebce, FREEDOM comes, who beara 
To erery dime« a blessing on her wings. 

In feeble accents on the Muse's ear. 
But not unheeded, sounds Tradition's voice ; 
And mix'd with many a fable dark and wild 110 

Of old Bellseus and his giant train. 
She pensive drops the tear or heaves the »gh 
O'er sunken Liones, the fair domain (l) 
Of Meuogras powerful king and sire 
Of Tristram, British Arthur's valorous knight, (m) 120 
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So high renownf'd in Spencer^s Fairy wag. 

Her cities^ towns^ inhabitants and flocks. 

And herds of lowing cattle, at a sweep ! 

One whelming sweep ai Oceaoi, swaDoVd up. 

Her nodding groves, where Philomela tiuiM 135, 

Her nightly song — ^her palaces and maasiaiis fair^ 

Become the haimt of fishes monstrous 

That prowl the deep— 'Whik o'er the prostrate land 

The vast Atlantic hoarse triumphant roars. 

Leaving — sad trophy of her victoty ! 190 

The tops of rugged hills above the waves : 

Which hence, almost in hazy distance kst 

Appear the barren Cassitebides. (n) 

Now as I gaze towards the vast expanse^ 
Where worlds unnumbered shine ! the soaring mind 1S5 
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Spurns the dull earths and with presuming wing 
Invades the skies ; — at shorter distance dAes, 
But with most reverential awe, to view 
The wond'rous works of GOD OMNIPOTENT! 



She sees the Moon a beauteous peopled world ! (o) 140 
No heavy atmosphere with vapoury clouds 
Obscure her face, which ever smiling shows 
A sweet variety, of hill and dale. 
Of spreading lakes, and seas, and rivers clear. 
Of verdant plains, and mountains cloath'd with wood: 145 
No howling storms her tranquil regions shake ; 
No forked lightening's dart ; no rains descend ; 
No burning rays by medium dense converged. 
Scorch her green vallies or imbrown her hills : 
But gentleit zephyrs fan her smiling groves 150 
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With balmy breath, oxygenous and pure. 

Refreshing, unsophisticated unmixed 

With poisonous air mephitio — softest showeri 

In gentle dews dispepsing moisture bland> 

Cheer the green herb and never-dying flower. 155 

Happy land ! 

No varying seasons mark thy rolling year. 

Save just enough of change to break the roun4 

Of dull monotony — ^thy halcyon days 

Eternal sunshine crowns — ^thy cloudless skies 160 

A deeper azure wear — ^thy nights serene. 

Ten thousand burning lamps, with rays benign 

Of purest light, enliven — unobscur'd 

By dusky atmosphere's impeding gloom : 

But chiefest that thy favored hemisphere, 165 
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Which ever faithful turns its silver face 

To Eabtb, is blest — ^the earth, to thee a rnoon^ 

Or in thy gaily spangled vault outspreads 

Her crescent horns, or round refulgent shield 

Full orb'd, her face presents; now beaming clear 170 

With varied hiU and dale — ^now veil'd in clouds 

Whose fleecy robes reflect a brighter ray 

Of snowy white, or gaily tinted, blaze 

The various dies of Iris' painted bow. 

Thy sons and daughters, happy ! happy race ! 175 
Perchance no evil know — nor know the taste 
Of grosser food for man's support wdainM ; 
Nor the base passions of the human breast ; 
But breathing thus, the pure empyreal air. 
Possess celestial forms, with beauty crown'd; 180 
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As far excelling all this world can boast. 

As doth the fairest flower the meanest weed. 



But now, O Contemplation, bear me where 
A theme more glorious stiU ! demands my song: 
To where the Sun in peerless msyest j (p) ' 18& 

Sheds his bright beams, and rouid illumines space. 
Hail source of light ! — O say may Man presume. 
That dim-eyed creeping m<^, t' approach thy sphere. 
And ev'n in thought surrey thy sacred form. 
Enveloped not, as seems to vulgar eyes, 190 

In scorching flames — but clooth'd in splendid veil 
Of glorious emanating light divine: 
Bey<md whose bound no mortal eye may pierce. 
Nor pry into the lustrous world within : 



tSk . COMTSMPLATION. 



Perhaps the Heaven of Heavens promised Man» 195 
By the All wisb Bbnbficent. 

But 8tay> O Miise> 
And view awhile with contemplative eye> 
Amid the sdar blaze^ if thou mayst dare. 
Not with the organ weak of mortal man. 
But with the Mind immortal, to survey 
The ALMIGHTY in his works !— if unconfus'd. 
Amid the rolling spheres, the whirling worlds. 
Thro' all the vast infinitude of space. 
Thou wing'st thy way — O turn, and reverent view 
The mighty work of the Omnipotent. 
Systems innumerous ! — worlds round worlds revolve 
Harmonious, complicate, yet unconfus'd ; 
Each in his orbit chain'd by power divine ! 
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Whose comprehensive mind the whole surveys : 
Who fills all space — and matter all pervades : 
Who guards with equal hand the glorious Sun> 
And yon small speck— yon distant twinkling star 
Man's humbler home — ^where not a sparrow falls 
Without his leave. 
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NOTES. 



CANTO THE FIRST. 



NOTE (A.) 

O/tkefam'd Guarded Moiiitf.— • 

^< Or whether thou, to our moist vows denied, 
<< Sleep'st by the fable of Bellems old, 
^< Where the great vision of the guarded mount 
« Looks towards Namanco's and Bayona's hold." 

MILTON'S liTCIDAS. 

Milton, doubting which way the waves mi^t carry the body 
of Lycidas, drowned in the Irish sea, images it was either 
driven northward by the Hebrides, or else, so far to the south 
as to lie sleeping near the fable, or the fabulous mansion, of old 
Bellerosy where the great fable of the guarded mount looks 

E 
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^ towanbtiie coMt of Spain. The ^ace liere meant k j^lMibfy 
n pronotttofy in Conmally known hj tiw name of tlie LuMfa- 
CBd» and called bj DiodoroB Sicnlosi BeDeriom Promootorinm, 
peibqpa ftam BeDeraa one of tim Corniah giantiy witli whidi tint 
toumtrjf and tlie poenv of tiw M. Britiih baids were once filled. 
A watdi tower and lif^t hoaee ftrawriy stood on tliif promon- 
4mjy and looked, ai OradiHi nysy towards another kii^ tower 
in Brigantia* in OaUiciay and o oMoqoon t i y towards Biigm^t 
B$UL It magr be fiuHier obeerred, that Bfilton in bis mann- 
seript had written Corinnis^ and aftei w a i ds chaofed it for BO- 
fenis. Corineos came into this island with Bmte, and had that 
part of the country assigned for his share^ which after liim was 
named Cornwall. The fiible of Bellems and the vision of the 
Onarded Moont b plainly taken from some of onr old romances ; 
but we may perceive what place is intended. (Notes on Mil- 
ton, 4to. edition.) 

We conceive the annotator op Milton to be mistaken in sup- 
posing that the promontory of the Land's-end was alluded to 
Wider the expression of the '^ Gwurded Mount/* to which the 
figinre of it by no means applies, nor has it, that we know of, 
any remains of a building, and why should it be called the 
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75 



Guarded Mounts if it baft no castle or any kind of 
on it? 



NOTE (B.) 

CmdU ofBritUh wmmerce^ &c 

From Strabo and other writen, tiiere is no donbt bat the Phe- 
niciansi T^rians, Uc had an intercomse with tliis island at a very 
eaily period 3 to which they were induced by the tin fonnd, 
almost ezclosivelyy in Devon and Cornwall; to the western 
ciMlsis of the latter, particalariy the Bf onntsbay, they n^ere sup- 
posed tohave resorted so early as 600 yesoni before dWt 
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NOTES. 



CANTO THE THIRD. 



NOTB(c) 



« Tki kemer vinn with tea exphriMg «yf .* 



Tlie ifapar is an eipericnccd fiakmn Mi, who is statioiied on a 
kiDytowatcktiiecoaiBf of teltt^ and which he it capable of 
Jhrrniiiig at a great distnce by a reddish gtean of ligMy which 
the shoal occMaons on the svfiice of tiie sea. By the signab of 
the heww> the fishenMB in the boats are directed in the pnr- 
idt of their prey ; when they approach the shoal> they throw oat 
n set (called a scan) many hundreds of yank in length; which 
tocsndi to tiK bottoos by nwaas of leaden weighty whibt its 
ipper edge is floated with coilts. Vith Uns net, as with a wall, 
ftefldi are Mownded. Ten thsisand h > gahta di > each contain- 
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iug above 3,000 fish, have been known to have been incloted at 
a time in one tean. 



NOTE (d.) 



<< To midnight toU, &c. 



It is the custom with the miners to work six hours, and to rest 
the same space of time, so that the person who commences his 
work at midnight, returns to his home at six in the morning. 



NOTE (B.) 

'* ThenthebluiUmbeniJUimef*'ke. 

Luminous exhaUtions from tlie earth have ever been consi- 
dered by the miners as indicating a lode. 
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1 "Far ttrelching eaiiandaa 






1 AUn;f«IartiH and coppei lodes mni 


a this direction. 




^^ NOTE (fl.) 




i 



« qr^plCHlt<lxn<l(m,-&c. 



t, of s' 
nfteqimit iniidi ci^^ier ledes. 

Aamuymdcninqr be nnBcqniioted wifli Aenriooa nb- 
tttatta nmitiMied in tUt pait of llie poem, it win not, we trutt, ' 
ba deemtd iiqtertineiit to pra a condoe acconnt of lone of 



Tni ii alm^ fiHnd in a rtato af«]ntaOintiod,indirlienae 
pitii (m tte miaen can them) orcTjitali are faufeaadnaniixed 
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with earthy or stony aaatter, bat stand in detaehed dnstersy 
they have an exceedinf^y beaatifid appearance^ their ^oftsvr ii 
nearly bUick, with a high natural polish. 

Quartz is a stone, (improperlyi in Ck>mwall9 called spar) ge« 
nenUly speaiung, of a snowy wfaitei and formed into chwters of 
hexagonal crystals. The Cornish diamond is nothing more than 
quartz of a high degree of parity^ being perfectly tranqiareht^ 
and possessing a fine natural polish. They are considered as fhr 
superior in lustre and hardness to the Bristol stone or Brasilian 
pebble, and to approach nearer the real diamond than any of 
that description. 

Fluor is a most beautiiul crystallisatioB, formed into cnbes, 
to a degree of almost mathematical precision ; they are, some of 
them, very transparent and beautifully tinted of yarions colours, 
bat those of the emerald and amethfsi tints are most conunon. 

Ptrites (called by Ibe mmer maiMltc) thooi^ exceedhigly 
beautiful in appearance, is of little tahi«, being composed chiefly 
i]i iroKj anemCf and eiUplmr, bat it generally accompanies a ridi 

B4 



lode. Tlie pyritei are all of a metallic appearance, and are 
fanned in facets of various ligoTES, anil of a high polish and 
lustre, some are tiie colour of gold, and some ef silver, and othen 
like ctilanred foils. 

Copper ore is also very beaatifal, often exhibiting, with a 
liigli degree of metallic liiitre, nil the colours of Ibc pcacock'v 



•■■ " Upon thy promtK dwell," &c, 

AiuoQg the DDinerous lodes of metals whicb' intersect the 
coonty of Cornwall, it is not to be wondered at, that, in muiy 
instances, trifling incidents should have led to the discovery of 
valuable mines; thus ne have had vrheal boys discovered by 
some boys it play ; wheal dream, &c. We are not to be ani- 
prised therefore, if the nnlettere4 miner abonld have a conftir 
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dence in dreamiy which is not more ridiculoos than the fable of 
the divining rod, in which many learned men have believed ; 
and a late writer on the mines of Cornwall gives (with the 
greatest confidence in its efficacy) directions for the use of it. 



5 
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NOTES. 



CANTO THE FOURTH. 



NOTE (I.) 

" Ami erplorw Ot DnM tmatt, &c." 

Doctor BoriMC, peaking of Carabr^-hill, tajt, " It hM alt Ibe 
eridencw tint can be deure4 of hMing been ■pproprulMl t« 
tte net irftlie BKluOi idigioii.' "The top of the hin,* u^ he, 
i< it ttuck Kt with kann or groopes of rDcki,#iid the qacet 
between awl below were, id the memory of the hat genentioa, 
filled witfaKgroTe of otki; now there are ao tttrt, but lh« 
place* where Aoae treei were cfaaiked (or btunt into charcoal) 
an itin to be wen." 

< " CoDMcrated bilh 

. " Okc girt with tpitading oaki, myiteriooi rowi 
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^ Of rude enormotw obelisks, tfiat rise 

^ Orb witiiiB ort>y Btupendons monuments 

^ Of ardesi architectore, |ueb as now 

^ Oftimes amaie tiie wandering travener, 

** By the pale moon discem'd on Sariim's plain." 

West's Inst of the Garter. 



NOTE (K.) 

** (yer yonder groDe/* &c. 

^ Farther on to the right we observed many more stones set np 
on end on the top of the monnt> and leading the eye to a passage 
or entrance betwixt two stones taller by several feet than the 
others; turning to the left, we fonnd a sepulchre^ whose sides 
were raised with stones ronghly hewed and covered with a large 
flatstone." ' 

Bosi.A5B's Antiq* of Cornwall. 

Some of those venerable remains have heen destroyed by the 
luuids of the moorslone cntters, and the rest would no dovbt in 
» E 6 
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time Mye shared the lame fate, had not Lord De Dmianville 
bailed Lji orders for preventing futnre depredations. Canibr^ 
U tlie property of his I^irdsbip ; and crnwoed with its fine old 
caslle, and Oie Dniidical remains, forms a most interesting and 
pictoresque object from bb elegant seat of Tobidf Park. 



" O'er mmka Lumo," kc. 

The ttadibon of the coontry of liones bavinf in a distant 
age been swalloired up hj tbe sea, is still preralent in the 
wettern parti of Comvall, and ia thus mentioned by Norden i» • 
hi* acconnt of that comity, written id the reign of James the 
First. " It is left mito fliis ajje, by tradition, fliat a great part - 
of tbii promontory (the Idnd's-end) ii swalloned up of the de- 
Tonring sea, namely, the coontne of liones, and other land 
lying between the present Land's-eud and the isles of Scillye, 30 
miles diittrnt." Thatrach an event really happened, is in a great 
measure confirmed b; many circtunstances, which evidently 
■how that a great sabsidence has at some time or other taken 
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place in Cornwall. It is ^aid, that both in the Monntsbay and 
the Scilly Islands (when very low tides have occorred immedi- 
ately after great storms^ wliich have broken up the beach qr re- 
moved the sands to a considerable depth) great quantities of. 
oak and other trees have been founds lying along all in one 
direction, with their roots and branches, as if overthrown by 
some great convulsion. The author has himself seen parts of. 
some oak trees which were a few years since discovered under 
the like circumstances, -either in the parish of Gerrans or St. > 
Just; they lay several feet below the usual low water mark. 
And, on being first taken up, were of so firm a texture as to be 
thought usefiil, but after being exposed to the air a few days, the 
colour of the wood changed to a bluish black, it cracked,: and 
its whole substance seemed to be destroyed. In addition to 
the above evidence, in Camon Stream-work, between Penryn 
and Truro, on removing the superstratum of earth in search for 
tin, at least twenty feet below the present high water mark, 
was found a sea beach and mud, under whichy was discovered a 
forest of oaks and other trees, whidi had evidently been over- 
thrown at one and the same time. All the branches of the 
trees were entire ; and the hazel bushes had on them mUSy 
which seemed to have arrived to perfection^ and which points 
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flwf tfM t€iMB €f tfMi yew wkMI ttB ClfHit Mqip6Md* A i iiunijrt 
Hm wdtnuoodnw feancl atege piih> oTitaifi (erInAerbe- 
Msve «ar«) iMiMy with llie Adetm •T ti^ MiinMi ; aod fHM b 
•tfll aora i ilrMrtiniry (and Ike Mtkor thinks he ii correct in 
hii MoBeetlMO «Mlir thit i w e at, tvee a ■eeoad ftntnm ef tea 
heachaDdaad. la the latt«rw» discovered the ikeletaaBer a 
aad!»dof;.tlM aausheld iahis htndoae ef those hiaaen 
aaoaoaly caBed: cela. Besidw irtMft hai been said 
above^ the raptans so Aeqaeatiy ibaad in oar lodes are safll- 
aoat evideneey tiait a rtry comiderable sinking of the earth 
has at some remote period taken place. And, if it is not ha* 
sarding too Tsgne a conjecture, may not tliis tradition, and tlie 
s ap posed fobalous account of the destruction of the' If tend of 
aDude to one and the same event ? 
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NOTE (m.) 

<< Of Tfiatram BriHsh Arthvr's vaTrws Jaughi," kc. 

dne of tlie old romaiices tcanslated from the Frencli> and in- 
titoledy << The Lyf of King Arthur, of the noble knij^ts of the 
round table, and in the end the dolourous deth of them ally" 
fays, ** there was a knii^ht, Melioda, (M^ogras) and he was 
lord and kmg of the country of Liones, and he wedded lung 
Maiiui's sister, of Comwaille.** The issue of which marriage^ 
ife axe afterwards told, was Sir Tristram. (Book n. chap. 1.) 
Frpm this fabulous history Spencer has borrowed many of his 
names, vis. Sir Trts^rom, &c. as to Sir Tristram, he has copied 
from this book the circumstances of his birth and education^ 
wiith much exactness ; he informs us that Tristram was bom in 
Cornwall: — 

*^ And Tristram is my name, the only heir 

<^ Of good king Meliogras, which did raigne 

<* In Comwaile.'* — Fairy Quiiir. 

And afterwards, 



88 NOTES. 



^ The cirantrie wliereio I was bred, 

^ The which the fertile Liones is higlit. 

Fairt Qossm. 

MUtoii nanifestly hints at it in the foUowing lines :^ 



" Damsels met in forests wide, 
^ Bjkni^tiofLogrisandof liones, 
^ Lancelot, PeDeas or PeUanore.** 

These aife, Sir Lancelot (or Sir Meliot of Logris) Sir Tristram 
of Lionee, and king Pellanore, who are often mentioned in 
Morte Arthur, and are represented as meeting beautiful dam- 
sels in desolate forests. 

Wharton's Obser. on the Fairy Queen of Spencer. 



NOTES. 



89 



NOTE (N.) 



^^*The barren Cassiterides," 



These iskmds (says Bochart) were either called so from the 
Greek word maa-a-irt^wy Huy or, (it being confessed that both the 
Chaldeans and Arabians, call tin by a name of the like soand) 
so named by the Phenicians themselves, which I must observe, 
is so much the more probable, because we find those islands 
called Cassiterides long before either the Grecians traded there, 
or knew where they lay; for Herodotus (440 years before 
Christ) said he knew nothing of the islands of Cassiterides from 
whence their tin came." It is supposed that though tiie name . 
of Cassiterides is more particularly applied to the idands of 
Scilly, yet, that the antieuts included the western shores of Corn- 
wall under that appellation, for though Strabo says ^< the Phe* 
nicians had their treasures of tin from those islands, and were, 
so jealous of their trade there, that a Phenician vessel. seeing 
itself pursued by a Roman galley, chose to run on a shoal an4 
suffer shipwreck rather than betray the course she was steering^" 
Yet the islands themselves could have supplied but a very 
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KOTECoO 

I.. *" 

^ Ski iMt IJb# Wi9n%^ &€• 

^Vht flifMii (wy pmaii tp km «■ «liMiipiMve Tciy taM^ or it 
tart lit €f«ograM«nitafe attluitukicb nnoaKb IIm #ifffl^ 
eofneqiMiitly it cannot be liable to snch ftorms and raim • 
lliat it is never obscored by doiids is plain, or we should not at 
all times be able to discover the moon's face ; bat what the 
nature of that atmosphere is, we must of coarse remain 
ignorant of, thoof^ it is hoped that it is not too great a poHieal 
Uc^nee to suppose it pur* oxigene ah ; and that the inhabitants 
are a siqierior order of beings. The moon has scarce any 
change of season, her axis being nearljr perpendicolar to the 
ecHptie. Oar earth Is to her a moon, bnt beii^ fourteen times 
as big, it mast of consequence afibrd a greator degree of light 
in pffOportioB* The earth having an atmosphere, at most timea 
divenified with doads, her appearance to the inhabitants of the 
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moon must be very variable and beautiful As the moon turns 
on her axis in the same space of time in which she moves round 
the earth, she of course always presents to it the same hemis- 
pheroy 80 that, that side of the moon is never dark, its nights 
enjoymg perpetual moon light. Her day and night taken toge- 
ther is the length of our lunar month. 



NOTE (p.) 

** To where the eufty" &c. 

Although, from its great dbtance, the son appears to us not 
mndi larger than the moon, it in fact exceeds it in magnitude 
19,4959000 times. Doctor Herschel is of opinion, that the sun 
is a most magnificent habitable globe, surrounded by a double 
set of clouds, that those which are nearest to its opaque body 
are less bright than those of the outer stratum, which form the 
luminous apparent globe we behold ; that this external mat- 
ter is of a phosphoric nature, having several accidental open- 
ings in it, through which we see the sun's body, and that those 
openmgs form the spots which are occasionally seen on the sun. 
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TREGE AGLE ; 



OR, 



DOZMARE POOLE. 



AN AUNCIENTE CORNISHE LEGENDE. 



IN TWO PARTES. 



1 • • 






^^TREGEAGLE; 



ORi 



DOZMARIE POOLE. 



V • 



A^otT two or three miles to the right of the road from Bod- 
miU'tO Lamicestoiiy over tiie Temple Moon^ (Hie most wild and 
dreary scene in Cornwall) lies Dozmard F<M> which is in part 
visible from the road. This lake, which is about a mile in cir- 
comference^ surrounded witii barren heaths and desolate moors^ 
seems to be merely an accamulation of rain water, for. it does 
not appear toi>e suppliod by any visible spring, nor luu^itany 
apparent ontl^ It is said by the country people to ebb and 
flow, but this is only Ae case as it happens to be more or less 
soppUed by tiie rains. 

There is a popular story attached to this lake, [ridiculous 
enough, as most of those tales are. It is, that a person of the 
name of Tregea^^, who had been a rich and powerful man, but 
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very wicked, guilty of mmder and odier ifanMi crimes, firad 
near tins place ; and, that after his deatb hb ipiHt haimted tiie 
aeighbomhood, bnt was at length ezordwd mn&md toieat in 
DoanarlPooL Bnthavinginhislifetiiiif^inoidei'todl^'&e'' 
good things of this world, disposed «f his son! and bo4y to the 
devU. IDs infernal nuyesty -^es greatpleAore In Imneiithji 
hun, by imposing on him difficult tasks; sodi as, spinnnig a np^' 
of sand, dipping out the pool with a limpet shell, he, and «t 
times amuses lumself whfa hunting him tnrvr the moon wiihUs 
hen honnds, at wKch time Tregeagle is heard to howl andlotti^ 
in a most dreadful manner, so that, *^ roaring or howling like 
TregeagUy* is a common expression amongst the volgai in Com> 
waU. Such is the foundation on which is built the following 
Tale. The author has given it an antient dress as best suited to 
the fobject. 
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TREGEAGLE. 



PARTE THE FIRSTE. 



1. 



In Cornwaile's fam'jd land, bye the poole on the moore« 

Tregbagle the wiokede did dwelle ; 
He once was a shepherde contented and poore; 
But growing ambytious and wishing for more. 

Sad fortune Ihe shepherde befelle. 

■ F 
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One ajgfate, all %rfi4|M liMMh?dtte wyue bettlie 

To drif^.bia leant flodkc to the foid^ 

* -/ \ ■ •. 

MjDatiirewa»8tilk/thew]nBidsicaicdyi»xta^ 'V# 

O'er the mooDetiber^dliiBesanaibeTalUe^ .- 

* m 

Ab be cast fab eye oter the woMe. '. * 



. .. * 



" Ah ! why shoulde I live bye hard laboure"— quothe he, 

" And be helde bye the rich^ in dysdayne ! 

■ 

" I wisV — quothe Tbegeagle — ^ for all ^at I see, • . 
'' Ob then what a happye greate m^*! sbouide be! 
«< When lorde of extensive domaine/* 



.^ 
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4. 



Nowe scarce had he utter'd hys impious hreath« 

When the wolves they howFd wildlye and k>ude ; 
The wyiides sadly syghing swept over the heath, 
As nature awoke firome the styflness of deathe ; . 
And the moone hyd her head in a cloude. 



5. 



When suddaine he saw> midst the gloome of the nyghte^ 

A figure gygantick advance ; 
His hayre bristled up as he view'd the felle Sprttb, 
Who seemed in form to be armed as a knyghte. 

And he widded an ebonye lance. 

f2 
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Al bfadoe WM tbe gionte ateedfe «n vkydi he d yd ijde ; 

A nble plo^e ahftdcm'd hk hedfe ; 
Aid biMto WM hk «nnoiir^ wydi bioode all bedy'de ; 
And b h d u e wm the bii^ that hang bye hyu lyde^ 

Whidbi no nortak migfatc hear wtthoat d^«a^ ■ 



4. 



Two dogges fierce indfelle, and whych neTer knew feare. 

Did run hys fleete courser before ; 
Their forms were all hydeous, and grislye their haire> 
And thro' their lanke sydes their sharpe ribs did appeare> 

And their mouthes were stille dripping with gore. 
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8. 



Then thus spake Tregeagle — " who arte thou Syr 
Knyghte ? 

" And where at this tyme dost thou wende ? 
" Ah, why dost thou wander alone thro* the nyghte ? 
" And why dost thou harrowe my soule wyth affryghte ? 

" Or what does thy coming portende ?" 



9. 



The Knyghte nothing spake, but he leap'd wyth a bound 

From ofie hys hyghe steede (with a frowne) 
And as he alitte on the tremblinge grounde. 
His armoure clankM hoUowe, a terrible sounde. 
And at length, thus he spake to the Clowne. 

f3 
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** I |;iic ay MSKat dK^ if Aon «te my dne; 



" ABBflilHBdndc ycmpid to 



11. 



" in builde ihee a castle, aoe £ur and we iyne> 

" Aromide it green fonesis IH leare, 
'' And Yamb and senring men too shall bee thyne ; 
" And thy halle all wyth golde and wyth syhrer shall 
shyne, 

** And wyth Syr shall bee greeted thyne eare. 



9 
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Xiajjis 



12. 



" And when thy longe terme shall be passed awaye> 

" At thy lot wilt thou never repine ? 
*' And wilt thou be ready the boone to rcpaye ? 
''Speake boldlye, Tbegeaglb! pray what doste thou 
saye ? 

*' Shalle thy soule and thy bodye be mine ?" 



13. 



" A bargaine 1 a bargaine 1'^ then said he aloude, 

" At my lot I wille never repyne: 
" I sweare to observe it, J sweare bye the roode, 
" And am readye to seale and to sygne withe my bloode : 

'* Both my soule and my bodye are thyne/' 

r4 
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14. 



The Sp»TTE griiui'd soe horrid, and said — " ihat wille 

" Dothe thy soule and thy bodye my righle :" 
Then mounting his courser as fleete as the wynde; 
And whilst hia grymine heU houndes ran yelpinge be- 

,He was loste in the gloome of the nyghte. 



Ob, then hys dreade bugle he wynded soe abrille, 

Soe as all mortale ears to astounde ; 
The vaUies all trembled, and «hocdfe was cache hylle. 
The wolves ceas'd to howie, and wyth terrour lay stylk, 

Whyle TacGEAGLB feOe flat on the grounde. 
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16. 



There in a deade sleepe all intranced he laye^ 
Spellebounde bye the arte of the Spryghte ; 
Nor awake untill morne in her mantel of graye. 
With ruddy handes openM the portalles of day. 
And dispellM the darke mysts of the nyghte. 



17 



TTien upsprange Tregeagle no longer a clowne. 

But cloathed in gorgeous attyre ; 
And proud wavinge forrests the hyUs all dyd crowne, 
Whych erst was a bare and a barren bleake downe. 

And much dyd Tregeagle admire. 

f5 
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Where Donuxl Lake its daike witen did roll, 

A. caatk nowe reared ita heade;, 
Wythe manye a turrete eoe atatdye and taUe^ 
And mainye a warden dyd waike on ita waffle, 

AD spleAdidly cloathed in rede. 



19. 



And manye a vassale dyd hayle hym " Syr Knighte/* 

And doffinge theire caps bowed lowe ; 
And muche SyrTregeagle was pleas'd wythe the syghte. 
While inwardlye swellinge wyth pryde and delyghte. 

He into hys castle dyd goe. 
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20, 



Then proudlye advauncinge he enter'd the halle 

With golde and with sylver bedyghte; 
Frome the loflye roofe manye gaye banners dyd falle, 
Andbryghte suites of annoure did hange on eache waUe^ 

Was ever so gorgeous a syghte ! 



21. 



And there the gaye servinge men bowinge profounde^ 

Obsequious dyd waite hys commande ; 
And manye fiaire damsels dyd stande bym arounde> 
Who modestlye bent theire bryghte eyes to the grounde ; 
Ah, who coulde such beautye wythstande! 

F 6 




The MrwsTnEi sweete musyck drewe forth from hys lyre, 

Whyeh ravysh'il ibu Boule w.ith delygUte ; 
The KsvGiiTE treads on aire and his eoule is ao fyre, 
And much he the skylle of the Harper admyres, 
K For he sunge forthe tlie prayse of the Ksychte. \ 



And manye a steed in hys stables were geene. 

All fitted for chace or for warre ; 
Withe manye brfdc Hunteshek all cloathed m greene,' 
At their syden hunge theire bugles of sylver soe ebeene. 

\Vhych runge thro' the forrests a-farre. 
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24. 



Nowe oft woulde the Knyghte, on his courser soefaire,- 

Followe s^ifte the fleete houndes and the home^ 
To rouse the g^mme wolfe frome hys secrete laire^ 
Or pursue the lyghte hounds of the tremblynge deere^ 
As he brush'd the bryghte dewes of the morne. 



25. 



But tyme flew awaye wyth the wyndes winged speede^ 

Tregeagle ne'er notyc'd its flyghte ; 
But he marked each daye wyth some damnable deede> 
Some mansyon muste burne or some traveller bleede^ 

Or hatefulle that daye toe hys syghte. 







It chaunced one evenynge as homewards fae wendes, 

Decpe mutter'd the hagg of the storme, 
Earthe trembles, as boundynge the skyes she ascendea, 

fhe welkyn acrosse her blacke wynges she extendes, 
■And nature wylh darkness deformes, 

37. 

And nowe the bt^le Hunters they stoode all agha«te, 

Theirc stoute heartes wyth feare overaw'd ; 
Tile rede lyghtnings 'glared, the rayne pour'd fast«. 
And loude howl'd the Dehors tbat rode on the blastei 
And Terrour the tempeste bestrode ! 
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28. 



When swyfle frome the woode^ and aU wylde wyth af- 
fryghte, 

A Damsele adyauncyng they spyed ; 
All whyte were her gannents^ her palfrye was whyte> 
Wyth sylver and golde, and wyth jeweles bedyghte> 

And ^ little Page rode bye her syde. 



29. 
*' Oh, save me ! Oh, save me ! Syr Knyghte" — ^then she 
say'd, 
" Oh, let me thy succoure obtaine ! 
" Ah, where from the storme shall I shelter my heade ? 
" My spirits are synkyng with hprrour and dreade, 
'' And my garments are drenched wyth rayne. 
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My poor little Page too!, wydi terroufedodie qoak^ 

" Tho* ne'er little Paoe was more bolde:^ 

Ah, MtttreM dene, I woulde dye for yome nke! 
It is not wyth feare that I duver and shak^ 
" But I diake wyth the wet and te ooUe." 



31. 



" See yon'/' sayd the Knyghte, " where mye castle 
dothe reare^ 

" Thyther hasten faire ladye wyth me, 
" And there we all scone will thy little Page cheere ; 
" Brighte damsels I've manye all modeste and faire, 

" Sweete Ladye to waite upon thee." 
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32. 



Nowe quickly they rode — and the drawe bridge let 
downe. 

They into the castle repayre ; 
And cheerfulle the fyres nowe blaz'd in the halle ; 
Tregeagle aloude for hp Damsels dyd calle, 

Hys Damsels soe lovelye and faire. 



33. 



Some wayte on the Lady, some kyndlye are led 
To make the younge Urchyn their care ; 

Where lorelye he sat wyth his cheeks rosye rede ; 

And lyke a wet rosebude, he hunge downe hys heade^ 
Whyle they wrunge forthe the rayne from hys haire. 



K2iowe saye little Pagi.," said a Damsel soe mylde, 

f " And quicklje unto us declare, 
" Why thro' the darke forreste soe savage and wylde, 
" Thou rangedst at riyghte, who art yet but a chylde ! 

I " And who is tliy Lady soe faire ?" 



" Her father'a Eaiu, Cobnwaile — I weeXK that hya 

" Can never aounde strauAge to youre eare j 
" For large hyi potseuyonB and vyde b b]n fame, 
" Aod I am her Page, and Robekto's mye name, 

" Aod they call her Goonhylda the fair." 
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36. 
Thys momynge, frome Dunevyd Castle ♦ soe stxonge^ 
" We came forthe, e'er the sunn shewed hys face ; 
For she loves wyth her trayne the greene forrests 

amonge. 
To rouse the fleete deere^ and the vallies alonge 
" To pursue^ the keene joyes of the chase. 
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37. 
" To daye, we left all oure companyons behynde, 

*' And involved in the mysts of the hylle ; 
*' To trace backe oure steps we in vaine were inclynM> 
'* When the shoutes of the Hunters we hearde in the 
wynde, 
" And the bugle blcwe cleerlye and shrylle. 

^ Launceston Castle. 
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Ibm we hydicrwarde sped, all deceyvM b]p$ ^e 

« 

> teiiiide^ . . - ^ 

^-blMpei eore oooqimyom 4a fynde ; 
** Wbealbe hovrliAge storme diooke Ait vait forreste 

From Hie iqf^ ife-ioagble didter bul «otte 

be f ounde^ 
" Till we met wyth youre master soe kynde." 



39, 
Then Goonhylda came forth — ^lyke a beautiful flower. 

And all in fresh garments arrayM ; 
She seem'd a tall lyllye, refreshed by a shower, 
Tregeagle he gazed, for ne'er 'till that houre 

Had he scene such a beautiful Mayde. 



ii&^ 



TREGEAGLE. 



117 



40. 
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'' Thankes gentle Syr Knyghte," sayd Goonhylda the 
fair, 
'^ While modestye mantlM her cheeke^ 
Your guests for the nyghte we must be, Syr, I fear, 
Whylst mye father a preye to sad griefe and despayre, 
" In vaine hys Goqnhylda wyll seek/' 



41. 

I am proud of my gueste," Syr Tregeagle reply'd, 
*f And praye fairest Ladye don't grieve ; 
A messengere quicke to youre fathere shall ryde. 
To tell hym noe ill does hys daughter hetyde, 
'* And hys breast frome its terroure relieve/' 
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Wbyie dnii wyth finre qieeciiei Boeeoart^^ 

Hynudfe to the Mayde be addreo^d ; 
To gloome, and tothoiiglitfidDen Beem^d nradiiiidyii'd. 
And, if diatthe ooantenaiioe qpeaketh llie mynde, 

Birise deedet he rerolT'd in liyt bramte. 
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PART THE SECOND. 



1. 



Whtle sweete aLqit Goonhyl&a^ of beautye die pryde^ 

The Earle was absorbed in griefe^ . 
For no messengere fleete to hys castle dyd irydft> 
To saye^ that no ill dyd hys darJynge betyde. 

And to gyue hys fond botoue ireli«fe. 



a 



HUl Dj^hte hya lone tfhambere, he pae'd to and fro ; 
■ As he lysten'd, no sounde coulde be heare. 
But the blaste wbych against hys darke wyndowes dyd 

blowe. 
Hys aged breaste heaved wyth sorrowe and woe. 
Till be saw the greye mornyng appear. 



Wyth hys knyghtei, and esquyres, and aervying men a3l. 

Then forthe frame hys castle dyd ryde ; 
Midst the foireste soe wylde on Goonhylda did call. 
But dyre forebodings hys hearte dyd appalle. 
When noughte but the echoes reply'd. 



( 
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4. 



At length to the plaine he emerged from the woode ; 

For a father^ alas, what a syghte ! 
There laye her fayre garments all drenched in hloode : 
Her palfiye all tome in the darke crymsone floode^ 

Bye the rav'nous heasts of the nyghte. 



5. 



Soft eyed PmrE descende o'er the heart rending syghte. 

Be wydely extended thy veyle ; 
For I weene it is past learned Gierke to indyghte. 
Or the pen or the pencile^ to paynte or to wryte. 

What a fond tender father muste feele. 
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And nowe let's returne to that Traytour soe vylc, 

Darke projects rerolv'd in hys breasle, 
'Whylst bys hearte was envdop'd in fraude and in guyle, 
He borrowed kynde HospttXlitie's sinyle. 

And thos he Goonhylda address'd : — 

7. 

*■ Ftir Al>ytleii;-tiiin-flowA«B-tiie'&lT«sriilbBt '&)t« ; 

" OfdemeanoureBoe'imdtlite-aadvweete; 
" O My t-^uiy A Ssj^te ofp w w wrjw nM go't<»e • 
" Presomei'that Mtfa they: aitd}iyb»^e;'tA'(leekK, 

" Deare Lff^, ■arc'CMte at jttttreftiMe." 



.■m^»m^ -tl^ 
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*' I ill shoulde youre kindness requyte^ 

" Shoulde I treal;e.you^:3n;Kiiy6BrE, ocjv:jEthjconi or 

..wyth.prjde^ 

*' Or the state o£ my. haarteAhouldc I strjinre^ Sir^ ta hyde> 
^*n*,ai!«l»i^^>etrjQth'd tp, ^jo^g]!^. 



,9. 



** Now faire »jtli% d^e, andil^^Jg^^^d^^d^l^l^ > 

•^xApd/ajrne w:9»l^ I lW^8te|0|,depj|rtc ; 
''i^^/j'9.^P^^.rmyjQ[^devps^rl|[^ rnpume^ 

<' And no longer in vayne wayte Goonh^;j>V8 Tetourne;^^ 
« Whose jj^NI(nc^in))^'T?K?Se ^y^ Jkjgde^satte." 

63 




1 bcvdc bi« daike 



II. 
- Tk» _ I a |»ii>iT>-— Goonru. niitir-d- 

-AndthTSikattkaa kn^ fr««e EaHX CoBawAiu to 
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Ah, vaine expectatione, fayre Ladye !" he sayd, 
*' Thy father hopes not thy retoume ; 
Ahreadye he thynkes, that thy bloode has been shed 
Bye the beastes of the forreste ; and thynkyng thee 

deade, 
" He is gone to hys castle to moume.'* 



13. 



Nowc little Roberto, tho* fewe were hys yeares. 

Yet cunning and shrewde was the boye ; 
Where he sat in a comer, thy» speech overheares. 
And faythfulle as swyfle to the stable repayres. 
And seyzes hys courser wyth joye. 

c3 




From the castle bt iteMJ, and the forreste he gaynes, 

Besolr'd let avelte her sad fate : 
Nowe spurring, and gyvyng hb fleete hofse the reinA, 
£te the soft tears of evenyng had spangled the platnet, 
I Blewe hys home at Ddmkvxd's high gate: 

15. 

" Oh, huten Eaklb Cohnwailb ! oh, hasten !" he cryd, 

" Thy peerlear Goohhttxa's' in thralle ; 
" Bye a recreante Knj^te is thy poirere defy'd ! 
^ Bye. force Sn Tkegkagl^ woulie mAe her fay* 
Iwyde! 
■' And he keepea her wythln hyv Btronge walle !" 



T»S?J5#<R|*? 1^ 
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" Tho' bitter and. &wf«Bt^, litt]^ Page> 
*'MjF^Qp<^ttcai]|A,thenlive$J thp' a,trayt<^WPe-mthrrilf# 
*' But flQpnq wyll lthynd«rfi arQUiidftby>.8trfl«g<:W^l|^ 

" The caytifie I bume to engage !" 



17, 

Then he drewe forth hys horsemen soe valyaunte and 

bolde; 
" And gyve nqye iliji ^nnouneZ-b^^ saiA 
*' My frame ciin sastayn^ it, tho' vyltei»Aai>d ol<fe 
" And my baiide in its gr8«|)e> >^tylle the fajii]i;hypQ can. 
holde, 
'* When a Daiigbtere's caiue calb U>t '4». ^ydftr 

g4 





B" To horse little Robert 1 to horse againe flye I 
" "nio' tyred thou sorelye muste be ; 
" But 1 knowe for thy Mystress thou'dst readylye dye, 
" And for thy rewarde 1 will make thee bye 'nd bye, 

■ " A Squyre of highest degree." 

19. 

Nowe tbro' the darke nyghte, over forreste and moore. 

They bye theyre fleete coursers are borne ; 
While little Roberto rode biythsome before. 
And ere the greye morn peep'd the easteme hills 
o'er. 
At Trgoeaglb's gate sounded hys home. 
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20. 

All is silente wythin^ and the styllness of deathe 

The darke frowning toweres surroimdes ; 
When they heard« and eache — listenyng su3pended his 

breathy 
They heard the shrylle blaste from the farre dystaunte 
heath I 
Whych the eares of all mortals confounds ! 

21. 

Theyhearde theBiACKE Hunter! anddreade shooke 

each mynde, 
Heartes sanke that had never kuowne feare : 

• 

They hearde the Blacks Hunter's dreade voyce in the 

wynde ! 
They hearde hys curste hell-houndes runn yelpyng 
behynde> 
And his steede thundered loude on the eare ! 




BftBd nove he tppemr'd duo' die gfecme ^ die ny|;tite ; 
' Hyi pluine, M«m'd a dowk in die sltjn ; 

Hk CbrBK Ibe tUrkc mi«U of die tajiks lo the sygfate ; 

And a* Erom k fiiniace tbooUs fcrUi Une rede If gfate. 
Soe ghicd tbe fierce beam of kjn cyei * 

He Ueire from hyi bugle soe dreiddn] a Uaste, 
Hyi dt^igei howlyng hy<)e<Ku die wfayle. 

That aU Natuke trembled and shoc&e as agfaaste ! 

And from d>e h^b waBe* the huge battlementeti 
braste! 
FeD downe from the totteryng pjic. 
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24. 



" Come forth Sy» TREOEAaLB \" — in thun4ere, he cridL 
'' C(»ne forthj ^d submit to thy fn^te ! 
Thy tyme is expyied ! — ^to me thou arte tyde ! 
Wythyn thy d^ cattle in vayne thou wouldst hyde : 
" Come forth ! for here endedi thy date V^ 
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Then ^mrt^ c^me Tss^ao^ a)l p^il^yed with fe^r. 
And fayne woi^^ lAPre jGaypure h^V^ ^u^ulie ; 

But )x>^^ rciar'd ilWB thwB^e, md s^ryfte jftro' Ifee 
*yi:e 

The rede bolte of vengeaunce shot forth WS^ ^ gl&re« 
And MrQo](£ byiKi a corpse to thje grpunde ! 

G 6 



[ And ttjVe, as the Tut' leu pursues hva iooe wye 

In borroore, at ay^tte o'er ibe waste, 
r ne beam Sts Tuceacix wnh shnekee nisfae awaye, 
f He baa wa tfac Bucxe Hgst^ puimiag bys pr^e, 

Aod ifaiTDlKC u bye bu^e^ dreade Uasie. 



THE ENDE. 
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28. 



And neare its dreare margyn a Mayden was scene, 

Unhurted ! Goonhylda the fayre ; 
For stylle guardyan angels dyd keepe her I weene. 
And neare her gay palfrye in trappyngs soe sheene, 

Whych late tome by wolves dyd appeare. 



29. 



Earle Cornwaile rejoycyng, now thanked that powtre 

That dyd hys Goonhylda restore ; 
And ofle hys olde Mynstrelle, at Eve's sober houre. 
Beneath the darke walles of Dunevyd's greye towere> 

Sunge the Tale of the poole on the moore« 



NO TRICKS UPON TRAVELLERS. 

A TALE. 



A Cornish Miner, high in wrestling fame. 
And Thomas Triggyniggy was his name. 

To London city Tom would fain be packing ; 
In hardy enterprise no lad was bolder ; 
He threw his trusty staff across his shoulder. 

And hung his wardrobe on it in a nackin. * 

The journey was a long one to be sure ; 

But Tom was hardy and could much endure : 
And so he was resolv'd to have's end. 
And undermine the Thames, at Gravesend : 

* Handkerchief. 



Tbat dtef^aid sdienie which Cockney artists gravels : 
So vent'rous Tom ett out upon his IraveU. 

The weary way be cheer'd with many a song; 
Or whistled careless as he jogg'd along : 

Till he ihe mighty City 'gan approach ; 
But now he ceas'd to 'be lo cheery. 
The night was dark and Tom was weary ; 

When soon he saw and loudly hail'd a coach ; 
" Hoa ! — Maister Coachman, hare'e room for me ; 

" Can'st taak a body in that's mighty tired." 
" Yes" — ^replied Coachee — " I have tmly three" 

The price agreed for, soon the place was hired. 
Twas pitchy dark, Tom could not see a face ; 
But 'twixt two passengers he took his place. 
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Tom was a social fellow — lov*d to chatter. 
And what the subject was, was no great matter; 
" Eh, golls!" says Tom, " in such a night as this, 
'* This w^rmjrieze-coat of yours is not amiss; 
'* Be sleaping Maister — ^may I be so bold?" 
ToM shook him; but he only growlM; 

A man who sat Tom's yis*a-vis. 
Now spoke — '* Why look ye. Sir d'ye see, 
" That Gem'man there, must needs be dumb, 
" Because from Russia he's but lately come, 

** And cannot talk our English Hngo : 
*' I am the Tutor, Sir, to that young lad, 
*^ The Russian's NfiiPH£w, and sure man ne'er had 

" A wickeder young rogue to teach, by /ingo." 

1 
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' " Why, Sir," says Tom, " 'tJB roy belief. 




! "The Nephew is a litUe thief; 


i 


j " Ave ttoafd away my taleypattf; * 




I " Sieh tricks mjun^tera. Sir, be nasty; 




if* And ef a viom't a cheeld. as I may saay. 




y " Id throw mun out of winder in the waay." 




'But now the crazy vehicle Btood Btill, 


i 


Whibt CoACHEE turn'd about. 



And beg^'d the Gem'mm to get out. 
And ease his tired cattle up the hill : 
No sooner said than done. 
Each descended — one and one. 

And now along the road they're Walking, 
Of this, and that thing, busy talking ; 
' Fotatoe put;, v 
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Tom felt his Cornish spirits risings 
Spoke of his wrestling as surprising. 
The other cried — " if that's your sort. 

My Russian friend can show you sport; 

He practises the Cornish hug ; 

" Knows skilful how to turn to hip;* 

" Giving your heels the cleanest trip, 
*' Will lay you on your hack so snug.** 
'* Will 'a }" quoth Tom, " <f. Sir, you*l coal 
** And make the Coachman stop — we'll try afaal; 
" For tho* 'tis dark and we can't see, 
'* Yet 'tis as vair for him as me." 



Now matters heing settl'd thus, 
Thomas approach'd the rugged Russ ; 

* A term made vte «f amongst wreitleri. 




»«ithli 
Ami bid V «aC aith grntt acnitj 
d lo ttor aid and tinelj Oop'd 'ob, 

btfo a gfswl |Nt they'd pop'd '«^ 

Be nWd our henkfimn the gnMHtd ; 

And — " hop'd, his Cneod — the H***"" iberr," 

(Makii^ s Ibnaal bow praCouikd) 

- Had. hke a G<«'Mta,/4i9'd Um^ir. 
" Why,— in hi» wmy—l tauA tStnw 
" Hk Cfullrmin play'd nor ^kj ,- 
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'' But, lord !^-«»cA strengtb before Vti&ietf^Vd; 

'' Why, es Si Liani n * 
" A huggM ikie up-^as thofwor 4KAdeld, 

" And he a Giaat ! ! 



But now the day begari to dawn. 

And gild the dew drops on the lawn ; 

When Tom look'd round kim with staripg eyes 

Expressing wonder and surprise ; 

Saying — '* Ariiui^ Karentlemen I thosk ye ; 

For now did Thoima» see most €]eftr> 

His late antagonist a Bear! 

The Pickpocket — ''-a^MokSET ! 

" Tricks upon Travellers" — '' wont do for me! 

'* So now, my friend, Fll Jtave a bout with tltee" 

*Lloii. 




W Then teix'A ihe Be^k-wau) by the middle, 
1 A* ibo' DO bearjcT duii ha 6ddk : 
, •• D'ye laire me so you mid o' bitch !" 

i that giriiig him thefyiiig mart, • 

And raising; ofFtfae ground quite ckar, 
I He Mos'd bim in a muddy ditch. 

I 

" LJe tbere," quoth Tom, " you fiddling lout, 
" Yotir Russian Friend may be4p you out ; 
" And iam henceforth that Ltatmm jt^es, 
" Are dangerous things with Cornish folks. 



SIR ISAAC NEWTON 



AND 



THE OLD WOMAN. 



A TALE. 



Now once upon a tinie> His said. 
Great Newton took it in his headj 

That head so learned in Nature's great economy^ 
To teach — oh, task how very hard ! 
(Tasks few Philosophers regard) 

To teach an ohstinate old Dame astronomy. 



i 



The Sage he talk'd and shew'd gui;h knowledge. 
As now, would serve to endow a colleg;e ; 

How from all powerful hand divine were huri'd 
To roll in spuce, each circling sphere. 
Which sptcks to mortal eyes appear. 

Were each, O thought sublime! a peopled world! 

" Worlds .'" cried the Dame, — " don't tell me so, 
" When I already better know : 
" Worldi < how you talk '. — why, do look up and view 
them: 
^o_tbose bright stars — which shme so high, 
'* Are holes, friend Isaac, in the sky, 
" And God's bright glory sbining on us th^xnigb 
them." 
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'' True" — said the sage, — " my good old soul, 
'' His glory shines all thro' the whole : 

** His mighty works omnipotent evince him/' 
'^ Shines thro* the hole! — ^ho then, I find 
*' Th' astronomer is not so blind 

'' But good sound reason will at length convince him/' 

He, who weighed worlds, and nobly scann'd 

What th' architect divine had plannM, 

And in deep learning second was to no man# 

Gave up, as task too hard, to teach, 

* 
And ev'n beyond a Newton's reach ! 

An obstinate and over-wise old woman. 



r2 



GRATITUDE; 



Olty 



THE FARMER AND HIS ASS. 



A TALE. 



As Farmer Plough^ an honest soul^ . 
Was digging in his field a hole; — 
A grave, to bury a dead ass in, 
It chanc'd his neighbour Grub was passing : 
" Adzooks'* — cried Grub — *' whatV happened now, 
" I^ggiiJg yourself good master Plough ! 

h3 
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" Alt litottwa turd that joti go toil! 
" Fib (ore yoo'Te mrn enou^ to do it :" 
" True neigbbour — but I woik to day 
'* A debt of GRiitnuE to pay. 
" To bury — tbat defraiied Friend." 
GkDkMared bM caul<t noi conqwebeiul : 
" Departed friend ! — what that deaid 3»> '." 
•• Ayt, u true friend as ever ira*; 
" Bat yon riuQ judge, if yon pow sUtc 
" dainu frwn his master's hand a graTe. 

" Scarcely 1 nxteen years b«d told, 
" When my last Parent, poor and old, 
" Sank on Ljfe's ocean rou^ and stormy ; 
" And left rae — with tke worid befmre me. 
Our ViCA>, then our boast and pride. 
Sent for me to bis fire side, 
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Said he — '' Good boy, pray dry thine eye ; 
" This truth you know— ^wc all mUst die. — 
( His daughter Mary heavM a sigh) 
" I am not rich, but whilst Hive 
" I hope for something still to give, 
^' Still be my children callM, the Poor, 

Who claim a portion of my store. 

Observe, son Giles, yon little ass, 
^' That 'neath my window crops the grass. 

My daughter's pet> — ^we freely give. 

With him and Industry youll thrive. 
'' For learn this trudi, my youthful neighbour, 
*' That man and beast are bam to labour. 
*' Cerload thou not his tender years ; 
" Nor heap unnecessary cares : 

h4 
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" For as thou merciful shall be 

" So God will mercy show to thee. 

" Here's twenty shiUingE, — go and buy 

" Some goods — at fairs thy fortune try. 

" And Giles ! whatever be thy failings, 

" Be fair and honest in tht/ deatingi; 

" And then should fortune prove unkind, 

" In me a constant friend you'll find." — 

" Deep sunk his words into my heart ; 

" With youthfij Neddy I depart ; 

" I quickly purchase various wares, 

" And trudge to markets, wakes, and fairs. 

" Waa there in fifty miles a town 

" Where Giles and Neddy were not known t 

" Asby degrees increase my means,, 

" By daily cares increase my gains. 
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'' None but my ribbons please the lasses ; 
" The old see best thro' Giles's glasses. 
** In summer's heat with many a load, 
*' And winter's cdd, we trudg'd the road. 

Together work'd, together fed ; 

He eam'd and shar'd my daily bread. 
** Now Heav'n still blest our joint endeavours^ 
" And daily show'r'd down its favours ; 
" For when one year away had roU'd, 
" We'd eam'd ten guineas — aU in gold ! 
*' Year after year thus on we toiFd; 
" On Giles and Ned still Fortune smil'd. 
" A cot I purchase snug and warm> 
'' And round it rose a little farm. 
" The scene is chang'd — ^no longer now 
** The Pedler Giles, but Fabmer Plovgb. 
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" Two sturdy oxen turn the soil, 

" Whilst Neddy leads them in the toiL 

" Ligbt is his task, nor I refuse 

" My richest pastures to his use. 

" In Gratitude to Heav'n I bend ; 

" Nor e'er neglect my early Friend- 

" Year after yeai- 1 richer grow ; 

" My num'rous herds around me low ; 

" On many a fair and fertile plain, 

" Wav'd to the breeze my golden grain. 

" When our good Vicar " sought that bourn 

" From -whence no travelkn return," — 

" His daughter left in want to moum ; 

" I wish'd to sooth the Orphan's sigh, 

" And wipe the tear from Sorbovv's eye. 



I 
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" With this intent I sought the Maid, 

♦' And Neddy in my hand I lead, 

" Madam, said I, (in my blimt way) 

** WeVe come our honest debts to pay/' 

— '* Debts ! my good friend — ^you nothing owe 1" 

— " Remember — ^twenty years ago, 

" (I, Madam, ha'nt forgot it yet) 

" You lent me this your little Pet; 

" By his joint labour and my own, 

** From poor to rich, Giles PlouCH has grown. 

*' I now return the Ass to you ; 

** And with him half my wealth — ^his due, 

" Nor as a gift presume to give it, 

'* But as your own you will receive it. 

** Pleas'd, thro* her tears the Maiden smiles ; 

*' But still she said — ^ah no, friend Giles, 
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" 1 can't eaaseat to take Gram thee. 
I ' Tbe &ir mwd of Laduttiy." — 
I * Wa> not tbe Mcd fixM M>vn by jnmt 
I " Soan to a auidy tree it grew ; 

r* When pkrcii^ irinds or heats inrade, 
I " SbaB it not shelter you or ihade > 
I •■ Tben teB me, MaKT, teU me whether 

« YouH Neddt tale and Gilej together? 

•' She Uwii'd — but now to end my tale 

" Id tiate I happily preraiL 

" Thus Nkdbt was my friend thro' life, 

" Blest me with riclttt and a vifi ; 

" At kiig^, poor beast \ with years opprest 

« He lid— where even awes rest. 



INGRATITUDE; 



OR, 



THE SQUIRE AND HIS RACE HORSR 



A TALE. 



vV HO has not heard, both far and near. 
Of Matchless, Squander's famous mare ? 
I had the tale from Will the groom, 
(A better never wielded comb) 
A shrewd yet tender-hearted fellow ; 
Tho' oft heM get a little mellow. 
When talking of his favourite mare. 
Next to his wife and children dear. 
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' TlietakbeUMwithmuiy aEtgfa, 
> And oA the tear bedimm'd his eye. 
In hit own eimpk lAnguage take it, 
No better can your I^>et make iL 



1 



" ThoK boues were her's beside the way, 
" (^er which I wept full many a day ; 
" Sure Heav'n nf'er form'd a lovelier creature, 
" Matchless she was by name and nature. 
" Her dam of high Arabian breed, 
'■ Renown'd for beauty as for speed. 
" Eclipse — the famous was her ure : 
" Goes Sakcho or Paviuoh higher? 
" In every limb true beauty shin'd, 
" And with her beauty, strength combin'd. 
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** As black as sloe ; as soft as down ; 
'* And sleek as madam's sattin gown ; 
" In courage she was high as may be ; 
** Yet tractable as any baby ; 
*' An infant would not fear to ride her. 

For with a pack-thread you might guide her. 

In every race I rode her still ; 
'* For Master trusted none but Will. 
'* On every course she won the day, 
" And Matchless bore the bell away ! 
*' On silver cups her figure shone. 

Beneath whose weight the side boards groan. 

At length so high was her renown. 
That it was said thei/'d cry her down. 

When lo ! — ^upon Newmarket course> 

Flier appear'd, a noble horse ! 
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" A Bi&tch for her by many reckon'd, 
" In tnitb to Match LEfs only second. 
" That day my Master betted free; 
" For well he knew his mare and me. 
" In confidence he knew no bounds, 
'" His bet was Twenty thousand pounds! 
I " Then off we went the four mile heat, 
" And without pushing Matchless beat ; 
" Nor whip nor spur did she require : 
" Nor far behind in truth was Fliek. 
" Now for the second heat prepar'd, 
" My bean with certain conquest chcer'd, 
" We start — I lead — for yet no horse 
" Had pass'd my Matchless on the conrse. 
" Swift as a dart we cut the wind, 
" Whilst Flier thuoders close behind ; 
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" But as we nearM the winning-post, 

I really thought that all was lost; 

Still on my heart I feel the stroke, 

" For down at once poor Matchless hroke. 

*' When springing forth with all her strength,. 
She won the heat by Italf a length. 
With many a sigh and many a tear, 
I homeward lead the limping mare ; 

*' Not useless yet from this disaster. 
For many a foal she brought my Master. 
At length, poor Matchless ! weak and old. 
Was by ungrateful Squander sold 
For forty shillings, down in hand. 
To hobbling Dick to carry sand. 
In greedy fist I saw him lock it, 

** Then blush and steal it to his pocket. 



<t 



u 



tt 



(t 



ft 



tt 




'• ! left hU service — coulJ I bear 

" The man who »old tis faitliful mare?" 

Who but approves Will's honest hearty 

That bade him from the ingrate part; 

For on this truth may all depend, 

jl GitHBLEK tu'er can be a friend : 

Profuse at times, yet on the whote 

TJB Av'rice sways his sordid soul. 

But Will went on — " a year or two 

" Of toil and poverty she knew. 

" Oft aa she pass'd his well known g'ate, 

" Press'd with the galhng grievous weight, 

" I've seen her turn her mournful eye, 

" And heave the deep reproachful sigh. 

" At times, indeed, she spurn'd the load, 

" When cruel Dick would whip and goad ; 
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'^ And spirit h possessed by few, 
'* That litriped and hunger vron't subdue. 
'^ At length life's weary journey o'er, 
" 'Twas here she sunk to rise no more ! 
*' And ere her limbs in death were cold, 
" Her skin was stnpt by Dick and sold, 
" But, Sir," said Will, ** I now will tell 
'* What since the cruel Squire befel ; 
" Who from the day he sold his mare, 
'' Seem'd gloomy and oppressM with care. 
" Ill-luck the ingrateful will befall ; 
*' And all went wrong at Squander Hall. 
'' Fortune the wretched man forsakes ; 
'* No longer now he wins the stakes. 
" Desperate, he tries the cards and dice, 
*' And plunges deeper in the vice. 




" MisroRTiiiiE at bis elbow stands ; 

" And trumps don't win in Squander's bands. 

" Down come b'l^ woods ; his lands and manors 

" Are sgld to grocers, butchers, tanners. 

" Hi^stud beneath the hammer foOs, 

" At Aldwdge's or Tattersaia's. 

" At length, to crown his ead disaster, 

" His mansion own'd another master. 

" Thus as his last resources fail, 

" Unpitied Squakdeb died in jail." 



MICHAEL ANGELO 



AND 



THE VIRTUOSI, 



▲ TALE. 



*TwAS when the Italian Viktuosi 
AVorkM mines far richer than Poetosi^ 

GoLcoNDA or of Opbir old ; 
From whence inll many a gem they dre#^ 
Fairer and lovelier to the view 

Than diamonds or the brightest gold. 
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Where buried deep by Gothic r»ge 

The mirts of Gmuo artists lay 

Beneath old Rcme, for many an age 

Hid Irom the golden eye of dav : 
Apollo, Vests, Laocoos, 
Now rose aiid breath'd ^aio in stone. 
With open mouths and staring eyes, 
"Hie DiiETTASTi Tjc"' the prize : 
With aBectation paff'd, refuse 
To modern artists half their dues j 
Nor could ev*!! Ahgelo himself inberit. 
With them, a single grain of merit. 
Michael with indication saw 

These self^created judges : 
That Ignorance should thus give Uw, 

Now honest Michaei. grudges : 
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Tho* he with veneration eyed 

Those wond'rous works drawn forth to view; 
The proudly ccmsious artist cried, 
/ (Romans) am a Senior too /!* 
Ihou! thou a Sculptor, silly gudgeon ! 
'^ Presumest thou to vie with these, 
*' With Phidias and Praxitiles 1" 
Michael went home in mighty dudgeon ; 
Resolved to shame those prating fools. 

And hurl them from their critic stools. 

• > 

Now he a form had lately carved,. 

Which ev'n the proudest Greek might ownr 
And fairest praise he well deserved. 

For Venus jielf here liv'd ia stone : 
And tho^ b^r bosom s^en^-^ ^ ^^i . ir . 
And swell, and heave with labouring sig|l8> 



The furious artist gave no quarter ; 
But knock'cl ber head off with his mallet. 
And stuff'd it closely in a wallet; 

Daubing the body o'er with mortar : 
And when at night the blockheads slept. 
Forth with the body Michael crept ; 
Hid it midst rubbish in the earth. 
Where the next morn would g-ive it birth. 
And »o it happen'd — soon 'twas found, 
Aa suddenly the news went round. 
The Critics met in convocation ; 
When one Qma open'd bis oration : — 
" O, hither haste ye Cognoscenti! 
" Here'»«wiewhat, will at length content ye ; 
" See here, the triumph of old Gebece, 
" Wm ever feen m fine a piece ! 
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*' Here is no modem flutter, bustle* 
" But softly rounded every muscle. 
** The flesh seems yielding to the touch ; 
" The artist can't be prais'd too much*/' 
The now enraptur'd, sapient crew. 
About the little wonder drew : 

And deeply versM in th' art's arcana ; 
They all agreed this far exceU'd 
All statues they had e'er beheld; 

Some thought 'twas Venus, some Diana ; 

But aU with one accordan(5e said, , 

" 'Twas pity it should want a head*" 
Sly Michael, who in petto lay. 
Came forth and thus was heard to say : 

" I must own. Gentlemen, between us, 

" This is a very lovely Venus : 
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" I do concur in all you've said on't; 
" And Iho* you've flouted me before, 
" Yet, Gf atlemen, I could restore. — 
" This hand of mine could put a head on't. 
Now scorn possess' d each grinning face. 
And peals of laughter shook the place ; 
When the Akcb Critic 'gan to bellow, 
" You put a head on't ! clumsy fellow ! 
" Could your vile chisel carve a feature 
" To Buit BO sweet divine a creature ! 
" Wovdd yoa astonish the beholders, 
" Put your owm htad upon her shoulders !" 
Thus with sarcastic, witless jeers. 
They fell about poor Michael's ears. 
Who, laughing loud, enjoy'd the jdcie : 
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" Yes, Fll astonish the beholders, 
*' And place my own head' on her shouldecs:'' 
And sly produc'd it from beneath his doak : 
Then raising up, he plac'd it on. 
And shewed how nicely joined the stone : 
^' The flesh seems yielding to the touch ; 
"*' The artist can't be praisM too much !'* 
Retorted Michael — and he more had said— 
But in confusion all the Critics fled. 
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A FABLE. 
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THE FOUNTAIN 



AND 



THE STEAM ENGINE. 



A FABLE. 



Within a royal garden placed. 

With an the art of sculpture gracM, 

A beauteous Fountain stood ; 

Forth from a vase of ample size, 

A tow'ring rock was seen to rise. 

Emerging from the flood : 
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Where rais'd on high (from Bacon's hand) 
A Triton old txus seen to stand, 

Atid from bis twbted shell. 
With eSbrt vast, he ^eeni'd to rise 
A crystal column to the «kies. 

In gentle showtrs which fell. 

In snowy pariui stone beneath. 
The lovely Nauim aeem'd to breathe 

Within a veil of light ; 
Which Iris wofre of solar rays. 
Refracted in respleDdent blaze. 

Of rain-bow colours bright 

Hid in (lie shade, with smoke bedy'd, 
(For modest meht-loves to bide, , 
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Nor acts the boaster's part) 
An Engine stood of wond'rous frame. 
From Watt's or HoitNBLOwER*s*liand it Came, 

The pride of human art! 



No marble columns lift its dome. 
But an is darkness, dirt and gloom. 

Save to fair Wisdom's eye ; 
She, lovely daughter of the skies. 
Sees here a thousand beauties rise. 

Which Folly caln't descry. 



It chanc'd that on a summer's mom. 
The smoke by envious Zephyrs bom 

* The Author's worthy and most ingenioiis friend 1^. Jona- 
than Homblower of Pemyn, in Comwall. 
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The verdant scenea among ; 
To the gay Fount and nodding grorc 
Id sportive mood, the Urchins drove 

The murkey cloud along. 



A Naiad from the lucid bower, 
Endu'd with speech by wond'rous power 

y^tMres»'d the offending neighbour : 
" Thou filthy, vile, mechanic slave, 
" Thy smoke annoys us as we lave : 

" Give o'er thy dirty labour !" 



" Give o'er my labour ! — Miitrtu wise f" 
The indignant Engine quick repUes, 
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" Then what becomes of thee ! 
" With daily toil I drag thy waves 
*' Reluctant from earth's deepest caves ; 

♦' Thou owest all to me ! 



*' Tho' thy huge Triton seems to swel], 
*' And strain to blow his ispouting shell, 

" 'Tis I supply the power. 
*' / raise yon crystal column high, 

" Which seeflis to pierce the azure sky ; 

" / g^ve thy cooling shower. 



*' Could man, without my power, alone, 
" Have drawn from quarries deep, the stone 
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" Which bean thy form divine * 
" Thy Sculptor grateM owes to me, 
" The chisseU' self which formed thee j 

" /drew it from the mine! 

" Then cease proud NvmpHj and learn to knAw 
" From whence thy choicest bleuings Qow ; 

" Nor scoflfat usefiil labours: 
" If thou don't work, at leagt be wile ; 
" For know 'tis folly to despise 

" Tmr SEBVICEABLS NEIGHBOVBS." 



BALLADS, &c 
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HENRY AND EMMA 



A BALLAD. 



PART THE FIRST. 



1 HE moon illumes midst driving clouds 

The canopy of nighty 
And now her face in darkness shrouds; 
Now bursts a flood of light. 



Where <.Glassnet's streamlets down the dale 

In wild meanders stray ; 
Wi^ grief oppress'd^ a lowly swain 

Despcmding took his way. 




Wild wen hii Mcpit— and stream'd bu hut 

Behind him on the gale ; 
Smiling kt grief with frenzied look. 

Hit cheek «ru wnn and pole : 

" Alu!" he cried, " I've lott my love, 
" My F.mma'j) prov'd unkind: 

" In vain 1 rove the pathlcsi wild 
" To leave my carea behind, 

" Deep in the wretched Hsmit'i heaR 

" Tbe rooted Mmow Met ; 
" Ah, where'^ the healing pover cui cIom 
" The wound by which be dies.' 
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Cold blows the night air o'er the heath ; 
'* And chin descends the dew ; 
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But dews and midnight blasts^ dear Maid ! 
" Are less unkind than you. 
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Long thrc^ the thorny paths Fve strayed, 

" Nor viper^s tooth I fear ; 
Are thorns or viper's teeth so sharp 

'* As what thou plantest here > 



" Ye breezes bear my last sad sigh 
" To faithless Emma's ear ; 

'^ And say her Henry finds repose 
" From aU his sorrows here." 



Then on the river's brink he stood. 
And raia'd to Heav'n his eyes j 

And as he plung'd him in the flood, 
Said — " here thy HE«iiy diej." 



HENRY AND EMMA. 



A BALLAD. 



PART THE SECOND. 



On her lone couch the Uve long night 

The sleepless Emma lay ; 
She watcVd the taper's waning Hghtj 

And lookM for lingering day. 



Thrice had the night hird scream'd aloud . 

From out the ivy*d tower ; 
And thrice the cock portentous crowM 

Before the midnight hour. 



The murmuring iriiid her window shook. 
And sighing seem'd to say ; 

" Thy Hekhy lies in Glasssey's brook : 
" Rise Emma — come away." 

Up from hcT couch, with honor pal^ 

She rose in wild afTright; 
And soon she trod the gloomy vale 

Amidst the dews of night: 

When from behind a lowering cloud 
The moon shot forfh a gleam,' 

Where Henbt's corse 'midst aeiers dant^ 
Lay floating on f^ sbmm. 
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In plun^d the maid — ^from terror brave^ 

And seiz'd his clay cold hand ; 

And rescuMfrom a watery grave. 
The corse she drew to land. 
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Why did I feign," she cried, " dear youth, 

'* Thy love to dissapprove ! 
Ah, why did I to try thy truth, 

" Another seem to love !" 



Thus o'er his alter'd form she mourns. 
And clasps him to her breast : 

Suspended life again returns. 
As oft his lips she pressM : 



TO 



THE BUTTERFLY. 



Light my theme and light my lay. 
Trifle of a summer's day. 
Bom but just to breathe and die. 
Gilded gaudy Butterfly ; 
Who from flow*r to flow*r ranging^ 
Never steady, ever changing; 
Sporting now in airy ring. 
Flitting high on wanton wing ; 
Now on the bosom of the rose. 
Resting seekest soft repose. 




Emblem thou of Man immortal. 

Late a lowly creeping worm ; 
Thou hast past thro' Death's dark portal 

But to rise a lovelier form. 
My garden blooms — a little Heaven, 

Fann'd by aromatic gales j 
\Vhile around the sweetest flow'rs 

Ambrosial food for thee exhales. 
But in Fancy's eye no farther 

Canst thou be compai'd to Mao ; 
Man, shall wake to Ufe eternal ■ 

Thy second life — is but a span ! 
Like yon bow by Nature painted. 

With her pencil dipp'd in light ; 
Soon it fades ! — the fleetii^ vision, 

Chanm at once aod cheats the sight. 
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Heed'st thou not yon cloud that lours. 

Darkening half the face of day? 
From its bosom black, it pours 

Winter in the lap of Mat : 
Soon thou^t feel his stem dominion ; 

Soon win yield thy fleeting breath ; 
Whilst thy gaily painted pinfdn 

Quivers in the pangs of Death. 



THE 



BRIERED DELL. 



CastUwhidittoodmianiigkbourkighUL 



WaiLSL the lofty mountain shrouds 
Its castled head amidst the clouds. 
Where nightly tempests shake the walls. 
And howl along its Taulted halls ^ 
The lordly owner proud and great. 

Hears the loud whirlwind round him rise ; 
And trembhng on his bed of state. 
No balmy slumbers seal his eyes: 
But in the Brier'o Dell below 
Secure we hear the tempest blow. 
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Leave Ambition to iu cans. 
Daily toils and nig^y f^ars. 
In the Peasant's loae retreat, 
Sbuo, O shun the sionns cd* Fate ! 

Sweet Content the good man'c 
Still Bhall bless thy happy lot. 

Nor despite the humble pleasure 
Of the ivy -shaded cot; 
Meek-eyed Peace shall ever dwell 
Id the lowly Buei'd Deix. 



TO 



A FLY IN WINTER. 



Poor feeble wanderer, driven by the blast 
Of piercing' north wind o'er yon field of snow, 

(To thee a desert dreary, wild, and rast) 
That seek'st my hearth with weakened steps and slow: 

Shall churlish Man then drive thee forth again : 

Or crush with hard inhospitable hand 
Thy fragile form? — ^No, Pity shall restrain ; 

And wretched he who can her call withstand. 
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Which ent has bom thee thro' the fields of air; 




Ro longer wow that teasing giddy thing 


1 

( 


Which came ere while, a txM intruder here. 




Where's now thy tcbI of azure, greeo, and gold i 




The blasting winds thy rain-bow tints deface. 




And doom'd to die, with hunger pinch'd and cold ; 





The feeble remnant of thy numerous race. 

What tbo' the genial beat awhile prevails. 
Awhile retards the fate thou canst not shun ; 

To lengthen out thy span — ah, what avails 
The weaken'd radiance of a winter's sun ! 



SALLADS. 199 



Thu3 the gay Courtier for a passing while^' 
AU joyous sails on Pleasure's downy wing ; 

Basks in the sunshine of a monarch's smile. 
An idle/ fhit^'ring, tinsell'd, giddy thing. 

The Despot frowns-— and soon from native home; 

From wife and children ever dear he goes; 
Condemned for life, a banish'd man to roam 

Thro' wilds Siberian^ hid in endless snows, 

* 

There clad in robes of never varying white. 
Sits Horror brooding o'er the dreary waste ; 

And Silence, ne'er disturb'd, save when at night 
The howl of wolves rides dreadful on the blast. 
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kId vain tfa' unhappy Bxn^ heaveB the si^ ; 

HoPB De?er coinea those savage witds to cljeerj^ 
fSut Grief and Solitude are ever nigh. 

And Melahcholt, nurae of comfortlesa Despair 

But short bis date — for life now ebbing fast 
Amidst the arctic winter's drear domain, 

Where Sorrow keener than the northern blast. 
Lays him a corse along tiie frozen plaio. 



TOE 

FISHERMAN'S ORPHAN. 

A BALLAD. 



An Orphan I ain> scarcely tum'd of twdve years/ 

And Mary a begging must go ; 
My father a Fisherman void of all fears, 

On the wild billows rocked to and fro. 
One night all alone as he braved the rough ocean> 
The raging winds rose in a dreadful commotion ; 
His boat was his coffin, the water his grave. 
And deep he lies buried beneath the green wave. 

My mother to Heaven heart-broken is gone. 
And has left her poor Mary behind ; 

And now thro' the wide world I wander alone^ 
To beg of the good and the kind. 
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Tbo' thinly I'm clad, and with cold I now shiver. 
Yet wann is my heart and 'twill bless the dear giver : 
No fiiend has poor Maet from hunger to save. 
Her Father and Mother lie low in the grave. 

Tile sky is my covering, the cold earth my bed, 

When I lie down to slumber or weep ; ^^ 

And on the pale primrose I pillow my bead, W 

While the winds kindly lull me to sleep j 
Then I see in my dreams my dear Father returning. 
But mix with sad tears the cdd ilews of morning. 
For alas ! who did ever return from the grave t 
And deep he lies buried beneath the green wave. 

Ohj were I but rich, what a tomb would 1 rear 

To parents so tender and good ; 
On my Mother's low hillock drop many a tear. 

But my Father lies deep in the flood ; 
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Yet the wild birds of 4>cean as thro^ the air sailing 
At midnight, are heard o'er him mournfully wailing ; 
And gold gleaming fishes beneath the green waTe> 
Witfi sea-weed and coral shall deck his cold grave. 



%* This ballad has been beautiftilly set tcMiiusic by Mr. Riggs> 
tmd pnUisfaed by BirdnUly New Bond-street. 
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THE BIRTH 



OF 



THE SNOW-DROP. 



' And must thou, pretty play-mate, must thou die !'* 
Cried Sylvia, weeping o*er her orphan lamb, 

'' Death hastens on to close thy speaking eye, 
*' And thou hast lost thy careful bleating dam." 

Soft Pity's drops her lovely eyes o'erswell. 
And as a pearl hung trembUng on the Ud, 

A gentle Zephyr caught it ere it fell, 
CongeaFd the gem, and in earth's bosom hid. 



Apoi.lo mw ihe de«d, and smiling, said, 
" Sh»ll Pitt's richest gift lie eold in earth ! 

•' No, thy chiMtt tear, thou tender feeling maid, 
" Wkrm'il by my beanu shall give the Snow-biw 
birth." 

Thus !>polcc the God, and pour'd his rays divine. 

Tbi.- swellitig bulb a fibrous root now spread; 
No more a jtwcl bid in darksome mine. 

Its green shoot pierces winter's hoary bed. 

Wak'd into life, behold the beauteous flower,, 
I[i form the tear the lovely nitrid had shed. 

As tho' it felt of grief the chilling power. 

Like weeping Silvia hangs its drooping beaelt 



A SONG. 



TwAs here my Henry ! — here we parted. 

Here did we bid a last adieu : 
Here didst thou leave me broken hearted. 

Thro* tears thy lessening bark to view : 
And tho' no more thou think'st on me. 
When have I ceas'd to sigh for thee. 

Here thy Louisa sadly mourning, 

IVeads, hopeless treads! — the sea beatshtoe ; 
Eyes the bhie wave for thy returning. 

But faithless, thou retum'st no more : 
Yet shall thy memory truer be. 
And make thee sometimes think of me. 
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Shoul(i»t Uiou incline in life's gaybour 
Thro' pleasure's mazy paths to stray ; 

'Hiere shotildgt ihoti iee a faded flower 
Untimely pluclt'd and cast away ; 

Perchance 'twill wring a sigh from thee. 

And then ! — ob ! then thou'It think of me. ' 

As gliding on with steady motion. 
To seek some fairer happier land. 

Thro' the wild waste of trackless ocean 
The ship obeys thy skilful hand ; 

Can'st thou the faithful needle see. 

Nor heave one heartfelt sigh for me ? 

Art thou in sickness doom'd to languish. 
To love and life's gay pleasures dead ; 

What friendly voice will sooth thy anguish ? 
What faithful bosom rest thy head ? 
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Who then alas! shall comfort thee ! 
Ah then, ah then ! thou'lt thinkofme! 



Now thy Louisa's form all faded. 
To sorrow yields — and seeks that shore 

By earthly troubles ne'er invaded. 
Where faithless Man can vex no more : 

Yet faithless howsoever thou be. 

Her latest sigh shall heave for thee. 



THF 

CUP OF SORROW, 

A SONG. 



Mt Father was a labouring swain 

Who toiFd both late and early ; 
His little share of worldly gain 

He earned hard and dearly : 
Said he, ** dear Kate/' my cares are o'er, 

*' Nor heed we for to-morrow, 
" And now I hope to ta^te no more 

" My hitter Cup qf Sorrow'* 

But ah, poor man ! he li?'d to know 
Tliat mortals are short sighted : 

His flocks were lost in drifted snow. 
And all his crops were blighted : 



No nrnv he bm'd the menr glee ; 

For he was forc'd to biHnnr : 
Paid Nunre'« debt — and kft lo me, 

Abs ! his Ctf of Sarroa. 

Hy SwCET-Hurr was a Scddier bd. 

And rich in health and beantj i 
A truer heart man never had; 

But cali'd by cruel duly ; 
Said he, " dear Kate, give o'er yo«r feais. 

" Tbo' I must hence to-miMTOW :" 
He fought and fell — with bitter Ktn 

(yerflow'd my Cup of Sorrom. 

Ye village maids you'D see me die. 

For I am broken henrted ; 
But not a wish to live have I, 

Since ftota my love I'm parted : 
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And when in my cold grave I'm laid. 

As I shall he to-morrow ; 
Write on my stone — " here lies a Maid 

" fHto drained the Cvp of Sorrow* 



THE 



MAD GIRL'S SONG. 



Long m j William I have sought thee ; 

Still I seek thee da J and night; 
Thro' the pathless wilds I wander 

By the glow-WOTin's paly light 

Cer the wares some ship has borne him^ 
Where far brighter beauties Mne } 

Buty alas! will William find there 
Such a fiuthfiil heart as mine ? 



Fairy Elvbs perhaps allurt him. 
And with riches tempt his mind ; 

But can Fairies happier make him 
Than the maid he leaves behind. 



F«u 



on I deck my bair with flowen^ 
All to show my lore is true ; 

Twining in my willow garland 
VileU sweet and hare-belU blue. 

Stay fair cloud, so proudly sailing 

On the l)osom of the air; 
Bear me thro' tfay ^adowy regions, 

I would geekmy true love there. 

If within thy fleecy bowers. 
Or thy golden plains he rove ; 

With the rain-bow 1 will bind him 
Never more to leave hisloTC. :<< 
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Gentle cloud, oh stay and take me. 
Let me my lost love pursue ; 

Ah, unkind onie thou fprsak'st me I 
Dost thou seek a lover too ? 



Ah, too true ! — ^thy tears o^rflowing. 
On my burning bosom fall ; 

Or perhaps my sorrows knowing, 
jSoft they drop at Pity's call. 



F^NISt 
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